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A ColleBion of Englijh Smigt 



p^'t^^^'^^mmmmamm^mtJttt^rmi^^mttm 



Nwembjsr, 1795. 

X HE elegant ColleAion, accompanyii^ 
Dr. jiiki7is '' EJfay on Song Writing ^^^ i^ 
well known ; but feveral excellent pieces 
having efcaped his refearch, I was, mapy 
years lince, induced to make An jid4ifi(m 
of fome, which, I thought, ftrongly pointed 
natural images, and were not deflitute pf 
poetical merit. 

Song- Writers, in general, extend their 
Songs to too great a length ; aad all the 
parts are feldom equally iiaiihed : I hav^^ 
without fcruple, taken the liberty tQ 
expunge whole ftanza^; and many may, 
perhaps, be thought ftiU to require ^ 
further correction : but every Thought wfeieli 
is natural and uncommony deferves to be 

a 2 recorded. 
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recprded, as conflituting The Hljtory of 
the Human Hfmd: perhaps, this opinion may 
have led me to introduce Ibme, whofe 
poetical merits do not entitle them to a 
Place in this Collection. I have alfo in- 
ferted a few pieces which may not be 
conlidered as Songs. 

I have added the dates, wliere poflible, 
diftinguiftiing the Era, when I could not 
the Year ; reckoning the Beginning of the 
Century to comprehend the firft twenty-Jive 
years J or thereabout: from thence *till 
within at)0ut twenty -Jive years of the End 
of the Century, as the Middle of that 
Century : This will, in fome meafure, fhew 
how little pure English is changed in a 
Century and a half. 

In coUeAing the Songs, which pleafed 
me, I did not always mark from whence 
they wer-e copied ; it is impoflible now 
to recolleft; but they are all in print y 
except thofe marked MS ; though I have 
fometimes made alterations. 

I have 
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I have not ihferted any of thofe printed 
in Extra6is from ^' JuvenieiAj or Poems 
by George Wither y' 1785, except 2l few 
lines in Page 152, and t'Wo lints in tlie follow- 
ing Page. 

Nor are there any which have plice ift' 
Dr. Aikin's CoUedlion, except two^ P 36- 
and P. 106, omitted in his 2d Edition^ the 
/^, by Mrs. Taylor^ \Vais publifhed ill 1 6^5; 

P. S, It was npt 'till to-day , whea 444 
l!ages.\\'Ere printed, that ^^ a fele61:Colle6lio!i 
** of Englifh Songs, In 3 vols/" fell intQiUiy. 
haads : '■ with equal furprizjc and fatisfedtiiGn, 
I fin^ only Hvo^ exa(?]hly the fame in the^ thre^ 
Vohmies^ that are here; and only ihirteen-^ 
including thpfe with Variations : fo that thd 
Two'CoUecftions do not materially interfere i 
perhaps, ^had I feen.the three Volumes {oontt^ 
I might have omitted thofe which are com- 
mon to both; but, as the number repeated 
are iofew^ it is of little confequence: in tlie 
Table of Contents I have marked thctn R. 
and i^hpfe with variations Rf . 

^ Printed for J. Johnfon, St. Paul's ChurdxYard, 1783- 

Dryde7is 



( ^ ) 

Dry dens ^^ Alexander's Feaft" is well 
known, and as univerfally, as it is juftly, 
admired; but his other Song for St. Cecilia s 
Day, 1687, " The efFefts of Harmony" 
though, in my opinion, not inferiour in 
the flights 6f Imagination, or the powers 
of Poetical Numbers, is fcarcely attended 
to : I could not perfuade myfclf to omit it : 
although The English Lyrics y of that Century j 
afe too copious a fubjeft to be taken up, 
ais th^y d^ferve, by One who has fo many 
Public Avocations to occupy his time and 
^tttAtiOh. 

• My Life htts hot beert a Life of Idleneft, 
but of Labdtli'r although' I have* pub- 
lifhed alrtioft as much as would load a 
PttCk-horfe, yet I ha\'^ never been a Pack- 
hdrfe^Drudge ! I Mre indeed found in Pbetry 
iht hifi relief to the Mind, in Refearche^ 
fo fatiguing as the Inveftigation of Hydro^ 
graphical Truths amidft the variety of 
dlfioi^ddnt authorities J all of thtm claiming 
implifeU 4(mfidemB\ and I am not aftiamed 
to avow^ that the id^k of coitimunicititig, 
l^eafure to others^ is very agreeable to me. 

The 
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1*he pfbud^ Critic, - v^ho Mp\(t9 e^«y 
thing he has not been taught toadmirci 
Is not the Perfon, \ihofe ^|>|>r<ibaH:iotf^I 
c^peftj, or' whofe ple^ure I hare^ iti 
view ; b^it i^ tttiA They,' wl&o enjoy '^th^ 
Bife^;?^ of 5<?^fo7iif^, Ami Whb^'give'^^^ 
fcope to their own feelings, withtkiV re^iiffki^ 
^^ Laws for adrniration," will think ihy Hih'e 
has ^ot been tiilfpent : If This Colle<Slion 
only contributed to th^ rational fatisfac- 
tion of a few Friends, I myfelf Ihould 
think niy pains well bellowed : but, perhaps, 
my own pleafure, in reading Poetical Works, 
would have been much ie£^ t if ^I bad not 
had form oJ?je6l in jfurJmL ; . 

I have through Life, evetf in cohveijfa- 
tion, always adopted the rule, that 

Immodeft words admit of no defence. 
For, want of Decency, is want of Senfe, 

Roscommon. 

and I have been fcrupuloufly attentive, that 
nothing Ihould have a place, in this 
Collection, which could be deemed in any 

way 
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' way improper : fo that feveral pages have 

l>eitn cancelled, to which exceffive delicacy 

made objeAion, as^fome things, in the Wit 

jrf Waller ajid pf Cowley ^ and in the defcrip- 

tive pen of. Brerewood^ were tliouglit income 

patible with' the Motto, I had affumed froiti 

Lord Iffttleion. 
24^ February, i;96. ., 




' Errata. - 

;. P« ^ Vine 21 for C. Rkeye read C. Reeves. 
87 3 carthlj early. 

18 Sylvian Sylvan.' 

. 90 15 replies reglied} 

Xpjp. 16 18 thcfe thofe. 



^ahle of Firft Lines in this ColleSlon. 



a; 



"*— »* 



T— f» 



Page. . , . 

29 Ah ! dear Belinda, hither fly. 

3 Ah! Phiilis for your fake 1 die J ^ 
15^. Ah I whither, whither, . (hall X fly ^ 
124 Ah i who in all thefe happy PLaias 
77 AU femaie Charms I own> my Fair ! 
70 All -giving Power ! great Source of Life ! 



Ji^hK- 



Kdpt. 

Brooke 



I Alone by this Fountain, I'll prefs the cold f rouocl . . • 

17 Amintax is natf can*t be fa/ft tome jd, Utktt^' 

116 An Age .in Her dear pre fence paft Rochellcr. 

7a • Anger in hafty words or <>Wws '^'aEer," 

50 As in a vernal evening'-fair- l ... . r 

48 Attend, ye Nymphs, whilft I impart . . . I . . 
55 Awake, my Love ! with genial ray 

R 34 ^ Behold, my Fair, where'er we rove 
](02 Behold the fatal hour arrive. 

54 Believe me, Chloe, and attend 
74 Bright auburn Locksy and fparkKAg-eyes, 
7 j' By Heav*n ! 'tis> a!l mere afFeftation, 
76 Bylwove, congenial Souls embrace 

92 Cella was once the fweeteft Maid 

55 Ceafe to purfue the fcomful Fair 

N. B. The names oi Akenftds to P 11, and Chriji. Smart Xx>V 84,. 
are given on the authority of the CtjlhQion in 3 volsl The 
S^ngt in P 13 and 16 are afcribed to Cox and M'sore by a MS Note. 
iA my Brother Sir David i© " Britifli Songs." 

145 Qz2iit 



...S. J(^ron. 
Sir- D. DairyQ»p|c.. 



Graves. 
Brooke. 

Steven fdn. 
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Page, - Author, 

145 Ceafc, fond Amyntor, ccafc your fuh, Gould. 

100 Cloris 1 cannot fay your eyes Scdley. 

R'*^ 52 Come, Celia> lets agree at laft Shclfield, D. Buckingham. 

7 Comey gentle God of foft ^fire " ~*~"Thomfon. 
6 Con/ider, fond Shepherd, how fleeting the pleafurc Gay. 

33 Cruel Celia, tell me why MS. 

8 Cruel Invader of my reft I 



80 Deareft Kitty, kind and fair, 

■68 Dear Chloe, we'll fnfm the World retire 

90 Difcard that Frown upon your brow^ 

91 Do not think thai Love is lefs 



Cotton. 

B, Edwards. 



115 Enchanted by your Voice and Face 

171 Enough has Heav'n befioiu'd of joy beltxof 

T27 Faireft Thing that (hines below Cowley. 

147 Fair Hebe I left, with a cautious deHgn Cai^talupe. 

Ill Faith, Hope, and Love were qucftion'd what they thdught ? 
58 Form'd to attend on Silence, Shade and Eafe 
152 For fhame ! Woman is the Creature 



45 For various purpofe ferves the Fan 
• 166 From Harmony, from Heavenly Harmony 

110 Get you gone, you will undo me, 
36 Give me Frank Nature's wild domain 
141 Oo, bid the Needle his dear North, forfakcf 
R* 84 Goddefs of Ealc ! leave Lethe's brink 
125 Go, feeble Tyrant, and in vain 
131 Go, little Bock renciud b^ me 



G. Wither. 

Dry den. 

Sedley. 
Bropko* 

. Cowley. 
(Chrift. Smart.) 

Mifs G — //. 



96 G«are Foojs my envy now beget SheflScIi, D.Buckingham. 
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82 Had 1 heart for falfehood fram'd^ iSheridani 

158 Ar/7/ Heav' n-drfcendcd Charity / Matia Sufankai (Uiper. 

161 Hill to the Light, tlhc Day and Thee, m^ Difar ! A. HaiartsMiik 

lO Mai^ is the Fate of him who lo^'CS ^Tfaofhfon. 

108 Her Sheephad, in clufters, crept clofe to the grove, Cunningham^ 

66 How[ clear the Sky ! liow foft th« galeJ ^ ' 

21 Howe'er ! 'tis well, that whiki Mankind ' Plio^. ' 

132 Hsm eafy was Colin, how blythe and hdiT'gay 

12 How fliall the rapturi^d Heart, ye Fair i 

87 H01U fweet to liiind the For refi\t angled ^sbde 
107 HblT/ tranfcendent is theplesifuiitf^ ■ / 

20 Hdw-hard is the Fate of all Woman-kin Al .: 



i^^ttWadciife^ 



■\ 



"BJ^ 1^ I-t^no kind return of hvos " i 

104 I chanc*d fweet Lelbia'a v«i«e to heaf 
144 If my divining Soul, and all the art 
109 If the raptures you profefs j 
Z% If Xjcuth can fix thy wav'ring h^caft ; , ,^, 
13Q I(y[9U ^y 3^1 would be bclov'd 
42 I loy'd Thee once, IMl ^ovt no more 
^5 I ii^yer ^at could fee that Face 
60 Ifv V9in Miranda, you compUin, > 
22 I pr' ythcc, fend me back my hearf 
III Is Celadon unkind ! it cannot be ! 
31 /i there a *ivord, iiuhofe import wide , 

65 It is not Beauty's gaudy Flowei 

30 Leave me^ Jimplc Shepherd leave the 



Mrs. GrtftMllc. 

7BAa4olpl^ 



pBiimk. , 

Cowky. 
SiicUioj{^ 
Mi£» Prj^x^ 



A^ L, Aiku^ 
now Afr/. Barhould, 
46 Long had Damon lov'd, and lon^ coQceal'd Han^lton. 

yi> IrOve is a ncknefs full of woes ; S. DanycH^ 



31 Lovtf 
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Page. 

32 Love ftill has fomething of the Sea 
17 Love, when 'tis true> needs not the aid 
lOl Love's an idle childifh paflion 
t22 Loud proclaims the Blackbirds notes 



Scdlcy. 
Sedley. 
Bakei. 
Mozeem 



138 Miftaken Mortals, who in lufcious Wine 
9S M iftaken Youth, lay Stanhope by 
40 My Fair's external charms to paint 



John Brown. 
MS. 



. X71 No changes of Place, or of Time 

140 No joy or grief can in this Life, 

97 No, no, fair Heretick, it cannot be, 

R* 19 Not, Celia, that I jufter am 

67 Not like the rooted Plants that grow 

119 Now tell me Artift, can She love ? 

2 Of race divine ! Thou needs muft be 

154 Oh ! gentle maid, the tender thrill of Thought 

6 Oh ! Nightingale, beft Poet of the gi'ove, 

164 Oh! Solitude! inJJruaive Mai^. 

39 ! ISfe ! thou lingering dream of grief and fain 

41 O Love ! if e'er Thoir*ft eas'd a heart 

170 Only tell Her that I love 



O. Wither. 
Suckling. 
Sedley. 
Pctrie. 



SttvcnfotL- 
Thomfon. 
M. S. CbCper. 
Mifs Bkfnejt 

R. v: 

Chr. Bullock., 



170 'Parting, to Death, wc well compare 
155 Phillis, in your abfence, I 
53 Phillis is my only joy 
R* 5 Phillis, men fay, that all my vows 
5 5 Phillis, would You have me love You 
71 Platus, vain is all yotir vaunting 



Scdlcy. 
Sedley. 
Thurfton. 

^3 Preach 
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i^^^e. Author, 

63 Preach not to mc, your mufl-y rules 
12 Pry'thee confefs, for my fake and your own, Flatman, : 
1 14 Pry'thee teize me no longer, dear troubiefome Friend . 

W. Whitehead. 
121 Pry'thee tell me, faithlefs Swain 

137 Reafon, thou vain Impertinence, 



35 Say, ctuel Iris, pretty Rake 

89 See, Hymen comes, how his torch blazes 

94 See, I langi^ilh, fee I faint I 

S3 Serene is the morn, the Lark leaves his Neft 

64 Shall If all the Truth dif caver. 
j^* 99 Shall I wafting in defpaix 

49 Sick of the Town, fair Cclia flew, 

69 Soft God of Sleep ! when next you fteal 
129 Soft plealing pains, unknown before, 
144 So full of courtly reverence 

18 Spirit of Lcnje and Sorro-tVf hail 
I \q Still to be neat, ftill to be dreft 
163 Sweet day, focool, focalm, fo bright 

7 Sweet Enflaver, can you tell 
134 Sweetcft Love ! I do not go 
I S'weet Senfibility thy keen delight ! 



GoldCmith. 
Sedley. 
Thomfon. 

C. Reevei. 
G. Wither. 



Ann Kadcliffe, 
B. Johnfon. 



Donnei 



145 Take heed, fair Celia, how you flight 
4 Tell me no more of pointed darts 

J42 Thanks, Chloe, thy coquetting art 
81 Tnahks, fair Urania, toyourfcom 
75 The fire of Love in youthful bloixl 



Gould. 

Rd. Weft. 
Sedley. 
£adD« 
136 Tlie 
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Tage. Author, 

156 The fragant Lily of the Vale • . 

iaA» The many whole days of 3routh and cafe W. Whitehead 

149 Theie fidl tvo hours now have 1 gazing been Cowley. 

149 Themmutesy the hours, the days, and the years. 
118 There fighs not on the piain Rochefter. 

R* ir The (hape and face let others pjizc (Akenftde.) 

135 The Sun fets in nighty an4 the Stars fliun the D;^ 

59 The Sun was fetting in the Main 
151 TKc Traveller if he chance to fl^ray Brooke. 

6i The Youth may Boldly fell his pain C. Reevis, 

K* 7,5 The World, ray dear Myra, is (j^W of deceit 

51 Tho*^ his RilEon in fiJcncP, the Youth would conceal 
]6o Th9* Love you dare but look! I find ^ Mk. Fovjke. 

jtj Thou rob'ft my days of buiincfs and dellgJits ? Cowley. 
15:7 Thy facred fweets, connubial Love 

61 *Tis true, I love ; but all in vain, 

79 Tistrue, I know my paflions vain 
145 *Tis true, I*vc lov'd already three or four 

^ To fly. Like Bird from grove to grove 

$G Too late forrcdrefs, and tooibon for my eafe 

93 Too foon> alas ! She takes her fiight 
118 To Reafon, ye fair Ones, affcrt your pretence 
J 33 To lhee> o gentle Sleep I alone 



Mairiot. 

Thurfton^ 

Cowley. 

Cox. 

Thurfton- 
Mozeen. 



117 Value con-lifts in temper of the Mind 



115 Was it a dream ? or cTid I hear } 
ij8 What mcarui this ftrangenef^ now of ^ate, 
907 Whtt, tho" I'm told that Florals face 
13 When firftj by herJDof&oii^.S^veUa wa6 fee^ 



Ch. BuU9ck. 
F-Saycfs. 
Cox. 
1 72 When 
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Page. 

172 When Friends, endear* dhy abfcncc meet 

9 When wrinkles dire, and age fcverc 
123 When Wit and charming Beauty meet 
R* 42 While from our looks, fair Nymphs, you gucfs, 
150 While womb'd in Space, primaeval clay 

23 Who has e'er been at Baldock muft needs know 
95 Why, Celia why fo foon complain ? 

24 Why hangs that cloud upon thy brow ? 
105 Why flight'ft thou Her whom I approve 

R* 27 Why fo pale and wan ? fond Lover ! 
139 Winter, thy cruelty extend, 
88 JVitk artful voice y ^o««g Thyrfisy 'you 
57 With my frailty don't upbraid me, 
162 JVith toil ive happinefs purfue 
152 Woman, doubtful Theme, I fing 
47 Would'ft thou know her facred charms 
63 Would you luijh to keep your Lover 



Author. 
J- Grigg. . 
HamUtoo. 

Prior. 

Brooke, 
the Mill 

Winftanley.. 

Hamilton. 

MS. 

Suckling. 

Rofcommon. 
LadyM/T.K 

Congrevc 

MS, 

Hamiltod. 
C. Reeves, 



44 Ye Fair be advis'd by a Friend 
R*43 Ye fair married Dames, who fo often deplore 
38 Ye tender Objedls of my care 
26 Ye Shepherds of this pleafant vale 
I ($9 Ye Sylvan Scenes with artlefs beauty gay 
131 Yes little Book, by Her renew'd 
R 106 Yc Virgin Toivers ! defend my heart 
146 Young Henry long doated on Mary the fair 
126 Young Dorilas, an artlefs Swain 
5 You fay You love ! repeat again 
X 6 You tell me; I'm handfome (I know not how true) 



Garrick. 

Brooke. 

Hamilton. 

Lyttleton. 

Stevenfon. 

Mrs. 7<y/or, 



King. 
Moorc^ 



APPENDIX. 

25 Can It, then, be, ray feeble Lays. 

*o Come, friendly Bird, by Winter's Storm piufucj. 

33 Come Hope,* thou fweet Deluder ! friendly Gucll ! 

4 Daily in Manners we improve, 

3? Daughter of Silence ! and of Night ! 
il Eiich Age, as it paffes, has modes that prevail. 
*4 From. Heaven [ Affli<flion's pointed Dart, 
17 H?re, nearer to the glowing Sun, 

5 How far does the Region of Falhion extend ! 
16 l?m not, Phillis, of tholjp fhamefaccd Fools, 

21 If wc,^ my Friend, were really wife, 
xS Its noify hours the Day jhad clos'd,^ 

4 Of all the Faihion^s th^t are worn, 

8 Of Falbion's Folly, \f ithout end, 

22 Chif: T^c for Plealure to fubduc, 
27 Sicknefs and Pain, in fome degree, 
31 The Cheek may emulate the Rofe, 

10 The Graver and Elder have lately complain *d, 
^o The Ladies of Scotland fhould go into mourning, 

30 The Moralift, with ready Pen, 

25 The Sky in Sunfhine^ we eftcem, 
2$ Tho* cruel Fortune binds me no^, 

19 Thus, lately to Cupid, 1 offered my Pray'r, 

31 *Tis not, my Faif, our iludied words, 

26 What motives fiiould onr Hearts engage, 

9 When courting the Hand, or the Breaft of the I^ajr^ 
14 Whche*er my Heniy means to chufe a Wife, 

3 When over Caution tied "my Tongue, 

6 When the Wife -ones incline t'examine the Sun, 

-J Wbilc the black Curtain vcil'd the Eyes* 
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WEET Senfibility/I. thy k«tfdc4igbtj - ;r 

Thy hafty moral j ; fodded fenib iOf( aright ;! ■ (-,.!" 
To Thofe who know Thee. «^/-h4ho w.oyda cafl[|nftint. 
And Thofe who know Thee, know all words arc faint. 

A&ULiAy a N&oeli fyrd Yi&kg UaifyV '1^790 J 

■ ■■■■I. ■■iuJii.. iJ(ii 3a5i> 'f- r< I-'' 






Alone, by this t'oun^ain,'irtl'preirs tiifecold^r^^^ 
The Rocks of you Mouqtaih niy'^grief fli^ll f^fbun'd-: 

But the Man that's fo dear, HI never diicoV^rr* 
Left the Echo ihould hear, and repeat to my Lover. 

■■'••'• •'■ <,i -.,... . ,. ■ , J \ .\v 

- '•-.'.*.»* . I i. » J ...4. Cl.lA 

The pains that invacte me fortearing to fell, 

There's none can upbraid me, ** with toyiiig'tob Wdi" 

If my charms cannot move him, his paffiori to fhow j 
rris enough t that I love him, too-mucby he fhould kniyw, 

Playford's Songs, B, a. P. 12, 1679. 



o 



F Race divine ! Thou needs mufl be. 
Since nothing earthly equals Thee ; 
Jean, for Heaven's fake far dift' me. 

Who, while I live, muft love Thee» 

One thing the Gods peculiar have. 
To ruin nonewbctad They cab &ye t . 
Then, pity ! bUd befriend the ihivte 
yfh& oiAj lives io love Thee. 

To Merit I no claim can make. 
But that I love/ and for tby fake. 
What oEian can name I'll undertake 
So dearly do I lore Thee. 

As round the elm th'enamour'd Vine 
DeUghtSr whh wanton, ^rms to twine f 
So I'd encircle Thee in mine ! 

* * . 

And ihew how 'much I love Thee. 

This £arth my Paradife ihould be ; 
I'd grafp a Heayen, of Joys in Thee f 
For thou art all thy fex to me. 
So fondly, do 1 love iThee* 



WhUc^ 



X' 



While Love does, at bis altar Hand, it ^ 



Take then my. heart, Give oae,th7 hand ! 
And with each foiile Thop^alt cpmm^lid 
The Will of Him wljo loyes Jhcc. ; 



4. 
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My paffion, fait^i^cHSilbe^Sl^n, . : , 
Will conftant flame, and ne*er have done 
Till Fates my thirw4.«f Wfe tWP:fpMm, 

Which bHAMng mU M Im^ aSiefe,. ii // 

If I were nuHlb^Fa ^th ^ffe^feia 

My Soul fhould ^htwr 'r6attd thy Ibcid^ ^ 

I may be turned ?L^kniSliade, 

But ne*er will ceafe to love Thee. 



1 1 









H I Phillis, for your fake I die, 
Aik me not the rea%i.7Krh|y;? ', 

4 

Wiy I hve, I cannot ^l. 

No more than why Xai^rMi^^ 

ForPafQon, in the L^i^^pi^^g^f^i: :. 

By iZ^d^oTs cannot Jt>e de^'4» 

That I muft /<«/<?, and y^^^u n|^ik^^^ 

Are dark arcana of our Fate. 



'» * 
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JL ELjL me no more of pointed darts. 
Of flaming eyes, and bleeding hearts. 

The Hyperboles of Love \ 
Be honefl to ybiirfelf and me, ' ^ ' 
Speak truly what you hear and fee 

And then youi^fuit'?*^/ mote. : , < • 

Why call m6 Angel! trby ai>'ineti f • 
Why muft my eyes the ftars outihine 1 • 

Can fuch deceit prevail ? 
For ihame, forbear; this commop rul^ , . 
Tis low, *tif inj^lt | calls me fooj^^ . 

With me 'twill always fail. , • , . 



Would you obtain my honefl heart, 
•Addrefs my nobler, better, part 3 

Pay homage to my mind : 
The pading hour Ji>rii]igs on .dcoax* - 
And Beauty quickly fades away. 

Nor leaves a rofe behind. 



. • t 



• » » 
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Let then your open manly fen ft^- 
The moral ornaments difpehfe, ' * 

And to my woi*th be true : • 
So may your fuit ittelf 'endear,' ^ 
Not for the charms you fa^ I Wear, ' '-' 

But thofei Andin you. 

/ ( ^H f I I. ...... 

Vocal Musick, VoL 2. P. 163. 1772. 



iu.:^u'\ • . jj' 



5? 



Jl OU fay you /o^^/ repeat again. 

Repeat th'amazing foqnd ! .„ 
Repeat I the eafe of all my pain 
The ciife of ev'ry wound. ' 



• ! . • • • ■■» y t 
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What you to Thoufands hav6 deny'd^ . 
To me you freeiy givej • j 

Whilft I in humble filetice dy*d,: . . : 

Your Mercy bids me live. 

. ■ ',..■• 

B. i8g, , . .; KiNa. 
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Jf mLWS, men fay, " that all my vows . > 

Are to Thy fortune paid." 
Alas ! my Heart he little IcfibW" 

Who thinks pny Love a Trade. • 

Were J of all thefc Woods thfi Lord. , 

Oi^ ;Ber7y from thy hand . 
More real pleafure would afford, , ^ ^, . j 

Than all my large Command. 

- » 

£. 17 C. Sedley. 
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'H Nightingale I beft Poet of the Grove, 
That plaintive (train can ne*er belong to Thee^ 
Bleft in the full pofTeffion of thy Love i 
Oh lend that flrain, fWeet Nightingale, to roe^ 

Tis mine, alas t to mourn my wretched Fate ! 

I love a Maid who ali m^lr bofom <^niiff f 
Yet lofe my days without this* Lof^ly.Mate : 

Inhuman Fortunekeerpr Her from my armsw 

You, happy Birds 1 by nature's fimple laws 
Lead yd&r fbft lives, fu(lain*d by Nature's fare ; 

You dwell wherever roving fancy draws. 
And Love and Song is all your pleafing care. 

But we, vain Slaves of Tnf reft and of Pride I 
Dare not be bleft, left envious tongues fhould blame: 

And hence, in vain 1 I languiih for a Bride. 
Oh mourn with me, fweet Bird, my hapleis flame. 

M. i8 C. THQMsoir. 



c 



CONSIDER, fond Shepherd, how fleeting the 
pleafure. 
That flatters <!mr hcfpe Ht putfuit 6f Ac Fair j 
The Joys that attend it, hjr ntoments we meafute, 
But Life is too sJM to tdttiUtm Care, 

M. i8 C. Gay. 
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'OME, gentle QM o£ S>ft itsfifo! 
Come and poObA my b^ppj Breads 
. Not» fury-like, in ^WfOk and fii!C» 
Or frantick fbU j*« vUdaef^p dreft. 

But come in Friendfhip*a Aogcl-guife: 
Yet dearer Thou, than Friendihip, art! 

More tender Spiiit in. thy eyei! 
More fweet emodoDs. at tha heart I 

O come with Goodneik in th)^ train. 
With peace and pkafuce vgid of ftooBy 

And, would*fl Thou me for ever gain« 
Put on Amanda's winning Form. 

M. i8 C. T^OMSov* 



i.iiii UA .i.B aa 
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W££T Enflaver! caf^ jp^ ^ 
How I leam't to )<y^ h wcU^ 
In the morning eVe Jt jAf^ 
When the Sun firft ^}^ m^ ^f^^ 
All that pleafes in his view. 
Is my Hope to look on you. 

A4 
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• RUEL Inrader of my reft. 
Thou fatal bold intruding Gucft, 

Thy new aflaults forbcai^n 
Alas 1 I know nor iiealth nor taCt, 
My Life is grown a mere difeafe 
Abandoned to Dcfpair 1 

When I the dear Deceiver view, 
I can t forbear to think Her true : 

But abfent from ray eye, 
A thoufand anxious fears, arife, 
A thoufand racking Jealoufies^ 

I rage! I rave ! I die! 

Alone ! I would thy force elude. 
But Love delights in Solitude, 

And Doubt ftill revels here j 
I feek relief from Company, 
But that affords no charms to me. 

If Cynthia is not there. 

All day I mufe ! all night I dream ! 
My paflion is my conflant theme. 

Nor take I food or reft : 
I know and find myfelf undone ; 
Yet madly pufh my ruin on, 

Tho* flighted and opprefl. 



» V 

4 



Oh 



Oh Love ! thy wondVous pow*r I own, , . I \ 
Let now thy clemency be ihewn j 

And Cynthia bear a part : 
Tranfpire Her Breaft with equal Flame, 
Or let me be myielf again, 

And take away thy Dart. 

MisgBLi.. PoRM8# 17^2. 
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HEN, wrinkles dire, and Age fevere. 
Make Beauty fly we know not where : 
The Fair, whom Pates unkind difarm. 

Have they for ever ceas'd to chann ? 

Or is there left fome pleafing art ^ 

To keepfecurc a captive Heart ? ' 

Tho' Er/flcy with Beauty flies, * " .: 

Efieem is Bom when Beauty dies. 

Happy to whom the Fatdi decree ' ' • • 

The gift of Heav*n ! in givihg Tbte. 

Thy Beauty ihdW his Youth engage ! 

Thy Virtues fliall delight his age ! 

M. 18 C. Hamilton. 
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.ARD 18 the fate of bim who lovesji 
Yet dares not tell his trembling pain^ 
But to the fympatbetick Grovesj^ 
Or to the lonely filent Plain. 

Ye gentle Spirits of the Air! 

To whom the tears of Love are dear. 
Oh ( bear my wifhes to the Fair! 

And figh my forrows in her ear. 

Oh! tell her, what She cannot blame, 
Tho' fear iwy tongue muft ever bind : 

Oh ! tell her, that my virtuous flame 
Is, as her fpotlefs Soul, re£in*d. 

Not her own Gkiardian'- Angel ^cs 
With chafter teoderneis his caret 

Not purer her own wiflaues rife ! 
Not holier her own thougbts in prayer* 

But, if, at firft, her Virgin-Fear 
Should ftart at L^ve*s fufpedod name, 

With that of Fricndihip footh her car....^ 
True-Love and Friendihip arc the fame, 

M. i8 C. Thomson. 



11 



T. 



HE. Shape ami Face Leit others prize 
The Features of the Fair; 
I look for Spirit in her £je8> 
And Meaning in her Air. 

A damaik cheek, and ivory arm» 

Shall neer my wiilies winj 
Give me, an animated Form, 

That fpeaks 2t Mind wiM:hin. 

A Soul where awful Honour fhines; 

Where Senfe and Sweetnefi mave^ 
Where Angel-Innocence refinea 

The Tendernefs of Love: 

Thefe are the Soul of Beanifty's^ Fndnc^ 

Without whofe vital aid, 
Unfinifh*d all Ihe Featuvet htm, 

And all the Rofes dead. 

But ah ! when all thefe Charms unite. 

How perfcift h the view J 
With ev'ry image of delight. 

And graces ever new : 

Their pow'r but faintly to exprefs. 
All Language muil defpair; 

But go— Behold Afpafia*s Face! 
And read it perfed there. 
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ASK tio kkid return of Lote, 
No tempting Charm to pleife : 
Ear ^om the Heart thofe gifts removft. 
The Heart that fighs for Eafi. 

'Nor Eafe norPcace that Heart ean kho^ii^ 

Which like the Needle true, 
. 9\irns^ at the ^ouch <of Joy or Woe, 

iBat turmng tveniblea too. 

Far as Diftrefs the Soul can wounds 

"lis Pain in c^ch degreel 
Tts Bti'fs^ but to a certain bounds 

Beyond is Agony ! 

Take then this treacherous Senfe of mihb^ 
"Which dooms me IHU to fmart j 

Which Heafure can to Pain refine. 
To Pain new pan^s impart. 

Oh ! hafte to ihed the iacred balm ! 

My fhatter*d nerves new-ftringj 
And for my gueft ferenely calm. 

The Nymph LtJ^erence, bring. 



, ■ ^ • 



At 



IS 



At her approach, fee Hope, fee Fear, ^ y 

"See'fexpeaationfljrj 
And Difappointinent, in the ri^r, 

That'blifts die promised joy. ' ' 



ji 
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' i^^^'Tlt^l.-^.-Jt^'.'^-^^^ ' .ZV. 



The tear, Wliich Pity taught toftci^, 
ilie "Eye Aail then iifown V ' 

The Heart that melts for others woe. 
Shall then fcarce feel its own. 









)' 









The WoKttidB \vhieh lioW dach mbhieht tterti, 
^acli itooment theti 'ftiall <il<ii^^ ' '' ' - ^' ' 

Add tranquil d^ys'Aairftillfticteefa 
\b lights df calm reffcife. 



; I / /(•■(•'» 



• ' -» • • . I i . . » i' 



And what of Life remains for me, 

ril pafs in fober eafe; 
Half-plea^d, tdittertted^Will I b6, 

Conterlt Imt hatf tb j/leafe. 

1 . / . -■[■' 
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Y- ■ . . • • ., . ., ,• 

OU tell me I m handfome, (I knp\»r not Ifoyr true) 

And tafy, and chatty, and good-humour'd too; . , 

That my Lips are as red as the Rofe-bu4 JQ J^np;. 

And my Voice like the Nightingale's Iweetly in tune: 

All This has been told me by Tw^ty before ; , 

But He that would win me,.muil,flatte^ niemore. 



•■ • if 



If Beauty from Virtue receive no fiipply. 

Or Pratdp.fronj Prudence,^ how wanting ain II 

My £afe and Good-humour ihort raptures will bnng» 

Andmy Voide> like the]^ightingale*s,.kn9w but 9!^j>rin^. 

For charms fuch as thefe, .then your praifes giveA)'er, 

To /ove me for Life, You miifl love me. for more. 



1 1 I 



Then talk not to Me, pf a Grace, or an Air, 

For Chloe, the Wanton,- can rival me there: 

Tis Virtue alone makes Beauty look gayj 

And brightens Good humour, as Sunfhine the day. 

For That, if you love me. Your Flame fhall be true, 

And I, in my turn, may be taught to love you. 

M. i8 C. MooRB. 
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*AmINTAS is not, eant be falfe to me; 
Amintas, he, who on my panting Broaft> ., 

So oft has leaned his fighing head. 

And things fo foft, fo tender feid> 
As rob*d me of my heart, and rob'd me of my rcftj 

So oft he vow*d, that I believ'd. 
For with that tongue the World might he deceived. 

Oh ! Hear'n 1 to this poor abfent Swain, 
Grant all the bleflings in your powers 5 

Health to his Flocks) and may no ftain 

Of Falfehood blot his mach lov'd natfie ; 
That name Urania fo adores; 

Give him a fairer Nymph — almof! She faid 
But flopping cry'd. 

Give him a thoufand thoufand joys belide. 

^o» 1685. Mks. a. Bkhn^s Mif$ellanies* 
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fOVE, when 'tis true, needs not the aid 
Of Sighs nor Oaths to make it known ; 
And to convince the cruerft Maid, 
Lovers fhould ufe their Love alone. 

Into their very looks 'twill fteal. 

And he that moil would hide his flame. 

Does in that cafe his pain reveal ; 

Silence itfelf can Love proclaim. 

£. 17 C. SEOLflrr. 
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To Melancholy. 



'PIRIT of Love and Sorrow hail ! 
Thy folemn voice from far I hear, 
Mingling with Ev*ning*s dying Galcf 
ftail with thy fadly pleafing tear ! 
O ! at this ftill, this lonely hour, 
Thine own fweet hour of clofing day, 
Awake thy Lute, whofe charnfting pow'r. 
Shall call up Fancy to obey : 
To paint the wild romantic dream. 
That meets the Poet's mufing eye. 
As on the bank of Ihadowy ftream. 
He breathes to Her the fei*vid Sigh. 
Lead where the pine-woods wave on high, 
"Whofe pathlefs fod is darkly feen. 
As the cold Moon, with trembling eye. 
Darts her long beams the leaves between. 
Lead to the Mountains dufky head. 
Where far below, in ihade profound, 
Wide Forefts, Plains, and Hamlets fpread. 
And fad the chimes of Vefper found. 
Or guide me where the dafliing oar, 
Juft breaks the ftillnefs of the vale. 
As flow it tra6ts the winding flioar. 
To meet the Ocean's diftant fail. 
To pebbly banks that Neptune laves 
With meafur'd furges, loud and deep ; 
Where the dark CliiF bends o'er the waves. 
And wild the winds of Autumn fweep. 
From ihtStar, 20th Sept. 1795. Ann Radcliffe. 
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JN of, OeUa, that I jilfter ato ' ^ » 

Or better tb^ the reft, . .1 

For I wovd€L>^tlft/iiQge each: hour^ idke tliem^ . i 



But I am ty'd to very Thee, 
By every thi^Tght I htiv^, • 

Thy- ft«««'l^fliy d*¥fc tdT^c> 
Thy Heart t^Vy^r^Vei 



j ' f ' • / I « ' • ( % I 
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All that in Woman is ador*d. 

In thy dear felf I find. 
For the wholel^x^an'fcftft itfbrd," ' 

The ^^ndfen^p ^p4 ,^ ^^?l*r. ■.: : 

Why, then,<ft«urdJfec^ibi1)beFr&nEf ' i ^ 

And tf lii nn^« tevfe «rfi4w^^: '^ ^r: i 
When change itfelf can give no more 

'Tis eafy to be true. 

E. 17 c;=;'";i'^';"- "■ ■ • ■'' ^"\' ; "Smwt. ■;'':■■. '' 

- ■ ' • ' >.'J "I'll • I ' . I ■' w'«»1 I* ' •;. *'*' III*. 

' iia'Eaii, jr. iii, of AikiN s CoLLEdfiox. 
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XjLoW hard is the fate of all Woman-kind! 

For ever fubjedted, for ev*r confin'dj 
Reftrain'd by our Parents *til we are Wives, 

Enilaved by Hufbands, the reft of our Lives* 



r • 

• > t I 



If fondly we love ! we dare not reveal}* : 

In fecret we lauguifh i condemned tp. conceal : 

Debar*d evry pleafure of Life.to enjoy ^: 
We're ihun'd if we're kind, and blam'd if we're coy. 






THE p^T^PR ?II>E.: . : 

How happy's the Stjite of Kir Wbtnaii-iund I 
For Pleafure, for Love, for Conqueft defign'd ; 

Carefled by Parents until you are WiVes . : 
Ador'd by a Hufband th' reft of youtiLivfcs.* 



1 > t 



If fondly You love. You need ne'er complain. 

Bright Eyes fpeak a language that ne'er fpoke in vain. 

We lovp You, if kind -, and purfue when you fly;. 
You fmile, we're in xaptures — ^You £rown, and we die. 
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.OWE'ER 1 tis well, that while mankind 
Thro* Fate's perverfe meander errs, 
He can imagined pleafure find 
To combat againft real cares. 

Our hopes, like Tow'ring-Falcons, aim 

At objefts in an airy height : 
The little pleafure of the Game 

Is from afar to view the flight. 

Our anxious pains, we« all the day, . 

In fearch of what we like, employ ; 
Scorning, at night, the worthlefs prey. 

We find the labour gave the joy. 

If we fee right, we fee our woes 3 
Then what avails it, to have eyes ? 

From Ignorance our comfort flows 
The only wretched, are the wife. 

The hoary Fool, who many day». 
Has flruggled with continued forrow^ 

Henews his hope^ apd blindly lays 
The defpVate bett upon to-rnorrow, 

To-morrow comes, *tis noon 5 'tis night : 

This day, like all the former, flies : 
Yet on he runs, to feek delight 
To-morrovj^ 'till to-night he dies. 
B. 18 C. Prior. 
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PR*YTHEB f(Mid me back my heart. 
Since I cannot have thine: 
For, if from Yours you will not pa?Ft, 
Why then fhouldft Thou have mine ? 

Yet, now I think on t, let it Jye 3 

To take it w^re in v^in ; 
For Thou'ft a Thief in either Eye 

Wqu d fteal it back again. 

Why ihould two hearts in one breatfl be; 

And yet not lodge together ? 
Oh Love ! where is thy fympathy, 

If thus our Hearts Thou fever ? 

But Love is fuch a myftery 

Tcannot find it out : 
For when I think I'm beft refolv'd> 

I then am moft in doubt. 

Then Farewell care f and farewell woe I 

I will no longer pine : 
For I'll believe, I have Her Heart, 

As mzich 3s She has mine, 

M. 17 C. SUCKLIN<J. 
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HO h^s e'er been at Baldock muft needs know 
the Mill, 
Near the Sign of the Horfe, at the foot of the Hill : 
Where the grave and the gay, the Clown and the Beau, 
Without all diftindion promifcuoufly go. 

The Man of the Mill has a Daughter fo fair. 
With fo pleafing a iliape, and fo winning an air. 
That once on the ever-green bank as I ildod, 
I thought She was Venus juft fprung from the Flood. 

But looking again, I perceiy'd my miAake, 
For Venus, tho' fair, has the look of a Rake I 
While nothing but Virtue and Modefty fill 
The more beautiful looks of the Lafs of the Mill. 



■ t >■ ■ I II 
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HOU rob*ft my days of bus'nefs and delights ! 
Of deep. Thou rob'fl my Nights : 
Ah! lovely Thief I whai wilt Thou do ? 
What ! rob me — of Hecrvn too ! 
Thou e*en my prayers do'fl Ileal from me. 
For I, with wild idolatry \ 
Begin to God ! and end them all to Thee. 

E. 17 C. Cowley. 

B4 
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HY hangs that cloud upon thy brow : 
That beauteous heav'n ere while ferene ! 
Whence do thefe Storms and Teaipefts flow. 
Or what this gull of paffion mean ? 

Muft then the World lofe all that Light, 
Which, in thine eyes, was won't to ihine ? 
And lye obfcur'd in painful night. 
For each poor filly fpeech of mine ? 

Since then to Thee fuch pow'r is given. 
Let not a Wretch in torment live : 
But fmile and learn to copy Heaven j 
For we muft fm ere it forgive : 

Yet pitying Heaven not only docs 
Forgive th' offender and th' offence \ 
But, when appeas*d, Itfelf beftoivs. 
As the reward of Penitence I 

M, i8 C. Hamilton. 
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1 NEVER yet coiild fee that face 

Which had no dart for me ; 
From fifteen years to fifty's fpace^ 

They all victorious be. 

Colour^ or ihape, good limbs^ or face 3 
Goodnefs, or Wit, in all I find: 

In motion or in fpeech a grace ; 
If all fail — ^yet — 'tis Womankind. 

If tall, the name proper flays 5 

If fair } She's pleafant as the light ', 

If low 5 her prettinefs does pleafe i 
If Black, — ^what Lover loves not night} 

The fat, like plenty, fills my heart j 
The lean, with Love makes me too foj 

If ftraight. Her Body's Cupid's dart : 
To me, if crooked, 'tis his Bow. 

E. 17 C. Cowley, 
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£ Shepherds of this pleafant vale 
Where Yarrow ftreams along, 
Forfake your rural toils and join 
With my triumphant fong. 

She grants. She yields, one hcav'nly fniilc 

Atones for long delays j 
One happy minute crowns the pains. 

Of many fuff*ring days. 

No doubtful hopes, no anxious fears, 

My rifing Bllfs deftroy : 
Now eY*ry profpedl fmiles around 

All opening into Joy. 

All Nature feem*d, in ftill repofc. 

Her voice alone to hear. 
That gently roird thefe tnnefnl Sound* 

Along, to blefs my ear; 






Take, Take, whatever of Blifs or Joy, 
You fondly fancy mine -, 
" Whatever of Joy or Blifs I boaft, 
•* I render wholly thine." 



The 



■» 



17 

The-featherttChcirrcftim'AnfteirvoIci^ - 

And Mufick filFd the Cfee»%, ' 

I fnatch^d Her to my trembling' Bmt^ 
And vow*d eternal tottt. • '^ ' • ^ 

M. i8 C. HAMix.toif«,, 
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W HY fopafe anid'win, fond Lover .^ 

Pr'y thee, why fo pate? 
Will, when looking-well can't move her, 

Looking-ill prevail ? " 

Why fo dull and mute, yovttig finner ?* 

Pr*ythee why fo mute I 
Will, when fpeaking-well can't win her^ 

Saying nothing do*t? 

Quit, quit for fliame 5 this wfll nOft more, 

This cannot take hcrj 
If of hedislf She will not love. 

Nothing can make her. 

Suckling. 
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F Truth can fix tbj wav'ring hearty 
Let Damon urge his claim. 
He feels the paffion void of art. 
The pure> the conftant flame. 

Tho* fighing Swains their torments tell. 

Their fenfual Love contemn ; 
They only prize the beauteous fhell. 

But flight the inward Gem. 

Pofleffion cures the wounded Heart, 

Deflroys the traniient fire : 
But when, the Mind receives the dart. 

Enjoyment whets Deflre. 

By Age your Beauty will decay. 

Your Mind improve with years ; 
As when the bloflbms fade away. 

The ripening fruit appears. 

May heav'nly Sylvia grant my fuxt. 

And blefs each future hour j 
That Damon, who can tafle the Fruit, 

May gather ev'ry Flower. 

M. i8C. Gaebick. 
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Ah ! dear Belinda, hithet fly, ' ' 

And fuch a llgKt difcover. 
As may the abfent Sun fupply, 

And chear your drooping Lover.' ' * 

I • tl ' 

Arife! my Day! with fpeed rar^p,j/ 
And all my forrows banifh ; 

Before the Sun of thy bnght ej''e?^. . , 
All gloomy terrors v^nifh*. 



^ ■ • • . 
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The petty powers of IJelLdo&royvf, 
To faves the pride of Heaven ; 

To You, the^rfi, if Yoii pro¥e toy j,i 
If kind> tbe^i is ^ven. 

r i ■ . ' 

The choice, then, fare's not harrd to make. 

Betwixt the Good and Evil! 
Which Tide, had You rathdr take? - 

My Goddcfs ! or my Devit ! • ' 



1 • 
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Omitted in ind Edition, tho infcrted P. 273, in ibt \ft, of 

AiKIn's CoLLECTIQNk 

S. T 

X-iEAVE mc, (impje Shepherd, leave vac, . 

Drag no more a hopelefs chain j 

I caiiDOt like, nor would deceive Thee : 

• . ' ... 

Love the Maid that loves agahi. 

C. Tho* more gentle Nymphs furroittid rbe. 
Kindly pitying what I ffecl, 
Only You have power to wound me, 
Sylvia only Yon can heal, 

S. Corin ceafe this idle tearia j. 

Love that's forced is harfh and four^ - 
If the Lover be difpleaiing, 
To perfidy diiguiU the more. 

C. 'Tis in vain, in vain to fly mc, 

Sylvia, 1 will ftill purfoe j • . , - 

Twenty thoufand times deny me, 
I will kneel and weep anew. 

S. Cupid ne'er fhall make me languifli, 

I was born averfe to Love 5 

Lover's fighs, and tears, and anguifli. 

Mirth and Paftime, to me, prove. 

C. Still 
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C. Still I vow with patient duty i 

Thus to meet your proudefl fcorn 5 
You, for unrelenting Beauty, 
I, for couftant Love, was born. 

But the Fates bad not confentedy ' * 

Since tbey both d\d fickle prove \ 
Of her fcorn the Maid repented) 
, And the Shepherd — of his Love, ■ ' 

M. 18 C. A. L. AiKiN, now Mrs. Barbauld. 
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Speculation. 
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S there a Word, whofe import wide 
As This, extends o'er Life's whole Plan? 
Is there a Word — to more deride 
The Faculties of reafoning Man ? 

Twas the fole Science of the Schools 

When lazy Monks and Sophills taught j . ' 

Tis ftill the favourite Lore of Fools, 
Who mufing fubftitute for Thought, 

On all, in turn, this Caitif preys ; 

On all, in turn, makes Depredation ; 

One adive Virtue dill outweighs 

A Life of barren Speculation. 

.» 

ajth Novr. 1779. Miss Pryax of Richmond, 
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fOVE ftill has fomething of the Sea, 

From whence his Mother rofe ; 
No time his Slaves from doubt can free, 

Nor give their Thoughts repofe. 
They are becalm'd in cleared days. 

And in rough weather toft; 
They wither under cold delays. 

Or are in Tempefts loft. 
One while they feem to touch the Port, 

Then ftraight into the Main, 
Some angry Wind, in cruel fport. 

The Veflel drives again. 
At firft Difdain and Pride they fear, 

Which if they chance to Tcape, 
Rivals and Falfehood foon appear 

In a nuM'e dreadful fhape. 
By fuch degrees to Joy they come. 

And are fo long withftood. 
So ilowly they receive the* Sum 

It hardly does them good. 
Tis cruel to prolong a pain, 
• And to defer a Joy, * 
Believe me, gentle Celemene, 

Oftends the winged Boy. 
An hundred thoufand Oaths your Fears, 

Perhaps, would not remove; 
And if I gaz*d a thoufand years 

I could no deeper Love. 

M. 17 C* Sedley. 



CyRUEL efeiia, tell me why " ^ 
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" The Man Ydu ne'er llave khbw'n, 
« With whom the riuptikl'kndt IToii'd iyt, ' 
" And make his fate your own"? 

If doubtful feems His de'ftihy 

He muft your'feai's <Iommeria j 
But why cannot the Sex fiippiy ? 

The Hufband in the Fiiend. 



Submiffive to the inarriage-^oWj * 

Fair, Ix>vely and Difcreet 5 
All tlefi You are, and That, You know. 

Would make his Blifs compleat. 

Then tell mc ^hat You ivt/h, my tove ! 

Your Social Friend to be ? 
That I may ftrive thro* Life to prove 

Myfelf deferving Thee. 

M. 18 C. 
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EHOLD ! my fair, where'er we rove. 
What dreary profpeds round xis rife,. 
JThe naked hill^ the leaflofi grove^ 
The hqsuy grpuRd* the frowniog (kie^l 

Nor only thro* the wailed plain. 

Stem Winter ! is thy force confefs'dy 

Still wider fpreads thy bprnd reign I 
I feel thy power uiurp uaj breaft- 

Enlivening Hope and fond Defire 
Refign the heart to S^l^n and Care ^ 

Scarce frighted Love ipaintaiiw hi? firej 
And Rapture iadd^na tQ p^ijpair. 

In groundlefs Hope, and caufeleis Fear^ 
Unhappy Ma9 1 behold thy dgoQiy 

Still changing with the cjbangeful yeary 
The flave of Sunihine and of GIoqu. 

Tir*d with vain joys and falfe alarms. 
With mental and corporeal ftrife. 

Snatch me, my Stella, to thy arms ! 
And fcreen me from the ills of Life. 

M. i8 C. Johnson. 
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AY, cruel in8> ptetty Bake, 

Dear mercenary Beauty, j 

What annual oiferiiig ihali I eobke^ 
Expreffive of my du^ ?* 

My Heart, a vidin^ to tbintt £y€^« ; . 

Should I at once d^vcr. 
Say, would the angry Fair-^Qoa prize 

The Gift, who Oights the^ver ? 

A Bill, a Jewel, Watch or Tqjr, 

My Rivals give — and let 'em : 
If Gems, or Grold, impart a Joy, 

I'll give them, when I get 'cwa, 

m give Thee fomething yet unpaid, 

Isiot lefs fincere than civil* : 
I'll give Thee— ah f too^'charmkig Mdd, 

ril give Thee— to the Ikvi/. 

M. l8 C. GOLDSMIXR. 
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IV£ me frank Nature*8 wild domain 
And boundlefs Trad of Air ferene; 
Where Fancy, ever wingld for change. 
Delights to fport, delights to range ; 

There, Liberty ! to thee is owing 
Whatever of Blifs is worth bellowing r 
Delights, (till varied, ilnd divine. 
Sweet Goddefs of the Hills ! are thine. 

Say, when the black-browd welkin bends^ 
And Winter's gloomy form' impends. 
To mourning turns all tranfient chear, ' 
And blafts the melancholy year 5 ' 

I 

For Times, at no perfuafiop, flay. 
Nor Vice can find perpetual May f 
Then, where's that Tongue, by Folly fed ! 
That Soul of pertnefs, whether fled? 

All ihrunk within thy lonely nefl. 
Forlorn, abandoned, and unblefl ! 
No Friends, by cordial bonds allied. 
Shall feek thy cold unfocial fide y 



No 
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No lifping Pratlers, to Delight 
Shall turn the long enduring Night 5 ' ' 
No Bride her words of Balm impart. 
And warm thee at her conftant Heart ' ' 



Freedom, reftrain*d by Reafon's. force, . 
Is as the Sun*s unvarying covirfe, _^ 
Benignly a&iye, fweetly brigju, 
Affording warmth, affording Jight ; . 



■ V i 



Thou Fool I by Union, every Creature 
Subfifts thro' univerfal Nature f^ 
And This — to Beings void of Jtfiad I ^ 
Is Wedlock of a meaner. kind. 






i .A . ■.■tt.t^ 



• -^ 

..Ml • 



But torn from Virtue's facrcd ru^^ ;, . { , r,* 

Becomes a Come^— gaz*d by. Foots, v ; ? « : j . i , r. //^ 

Foreboding cares, and ^prms^ aG4 flrifej . / 7* 
And fraught with all the pUfgues^ JLife ! 
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£ tender-ObjedU of my care ! 
Peace, peace, ye little hcJplefs pair ! 
Anon he comes, your gentle Sire# 
And brings you all your Hearts require. 

Should I furvive to fee the day. 
That tears me from myfelf away, 
I'hat cancels all that Heav*n could {^ve» 
The Life, by which alone I live; 

Alas I how more 43nttn loft were I, 
Who, in the thoughti already <lic f 
Ye Powers above, ' '♦Hiortt all obey. 
Great Rulers of yotxr Creature's, fay. 



Why Mourning oomos by BlijSi ctofirey'^cU ' 
And even the fweets of Imvc aUay*d } 
Where grows £n|oirfAent« tall and fiir. 
Around it twines entangling care i 

While Fear for what our Souls poflefs. 
Enervates every power to blifs :^ 
Yet Friendfhip forms the Blifs above -, 
And Life ! what art Thou without Love ! 
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V^ LIF£ 1 thou lingering dream of grief andy l#n; 
And every ill tliat Nature cai^ Ibftdfii 

Strange, mutable, and Wild 1 
Now flattering with Hope moft fsilt, 
Depreffing how v^h fell Defpair, J .^ 

The Nurfe of Guilt, the Slave of Pride < 
That, like a wayward CfiiM, k -..'... 

Who to lAnfelf a Foe, .: ,1 : : ' 

Sees Joy, alone in what's denied, - 

In what is gr^mt^, woi^ I 

O thou poor, feeble, fleeting powY,- " • ^ : : 
By Vice feduc'd, by Folly w^'d,: . . 

By Misery, Shame, Remorfe, purfu'd'f rr:' 

And as thy toilfocne teps ^rbceed, ^ ' 

Seeming, to Youth, the fairefl Flow*r 1 
Proving, to Age, the rankefl we^l , '.' 

A ffildfid, but a bLtter- Pill» I , ., 
Of varied, great and complicated 411 1- 

^][ss tviin^. Itiklma. 
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IVlY Fair*s external .chardis tp paif\t,,. ^ 

No Emblem gay cnopgh I find ; 
The blighted Similes too faint-r- u 

Hov then exprefs Her peerl^s Mind ? .. ',. 



'•'•■:.' ■ » »».;•»•. 
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Perhaps the Lily or tlie Roft, • 

May with Her cheek .or.bofom>Ki<^* . ...i /. 
Or yonder Star in pttrttlirdo£e> - "- " .' »t 

The radiant Luftre of Her :£ytt. 

But can the fweetefl breath of Morn; 

The Beauties of tbe.iQrient Day ?,-. 
Can all that Heais*n. pr, £arth adprn, v ^ . . 

One image of JJcr.Spul oonvoy f . i . 

\J • ■ a. ..4.^.. .*». , ...' 

No— vainly would bur ^^7i/Jr purflie ' 

The Virtues which, 'tliat Form,' infpire?- 

The iww/df/ ^JraloWe'-can ric^w, ■ *'•'". 
Aifd wrapt; io filont Love! admire. 

E. i8 C. 
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That owns tl\y.i>wreajditino,ic:£inc; ):;• ? :.. 
That bleeds with thy^toi) CFU^i&rl,/ ,^ , ^ , *. .n .' 
And pants with n,«?v^rcea6Jigtfrogi:Hvl 

Take pity now on mine : 



* ; ■«f*«ii.# ' 
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Vnder thefe ihades I fainting lye, - - - 

A thoufand times.! wiflji. to A«». , I . / 

Put wken I find'9Qkl 3Pp^tjS\^p9p^^s jij^^ i ^ 'I 

I grieve to lofe my pleafing pain 

And call my ^if^e» bapj^-.a^^^. ; .., _,^, _ . 

put thus, as I fat ail aione)"^^/' .' ' ' 

r th' ihady myrife-g,!^^^^^ . ; ; ; 

When to each i^eriile ligh' and ijdoah/ 
Some ect^ov)g( cavern gave a groan > 
Came by, the Man I love^ 

Oh I how I llrove my grief to hide I 
I panted I bluiht^ and akxabit difid^o ^ 'V 
And did each : tutlitig Echo icbid^,' ; v ; . . j ' 
For fear: fome breath of; moiring air ■ 
Should to bis \ears oly forfplirs bean 

And, oh ye Powers ! ♦I'd die to gain. 

But one poor parting-kiwi 
And yet Td be on racks of pain ! 

Ere I'd one thought, or wi(h', retain 

That Honour deem*s amifs f 
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W HILE fr^cm dur looks,' fur Nymphi yoa gads, 

The fecret paffions of bur mind^ 
My heavy eyes, yiAiYay, confers 

A Heart to Ltv^ ^uAGrUf indin'd. 

How can I fee You, and not love ! 

While You, as op'nif^g Spring, arc fair ? ' * 
While cold, as Northern blalte. You grbVc, 

How can I lovef 1 and hot defpiur i 

...... ...k, ... , , 

The Wretch in dottfcte ftWfefe bburid ^ 

Your potent mercy may releafe: .^, .^^..-. 

Soon, if my Love by You were crown'd. . 
Fair Prophetefs \ „my Gncf would ceafq. .. 

B. i8 C. FI1I0&. 



X LOV'D Thee oaee^ 111 iove no mcM $ ■ > : 
Thine be the Grief,. as is tho BkiA^: 

Thou art not what Thoo trer^ before ; 
What reaibn '' ij^puld U thefamtr 

■ ■ . ^ 

God fend me Love my debts to pay. 
But not on You to throw away. 
He that can love uurlov'd ag^in, . 
Hath better flore of Love than Brain. 

■ ■ ' > 

y Playford's Sblbct Arxki, t66g/ 
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\ £ fair married Dimes^ vthfi fecftRi dep1btt» L. 
That a L()?ar><mGtt blefsVl It a hmpr no inore ^' -/ 
Attend to my counfel, iic»' lAulh; to b« taoghtp.:. . ' ' 
That Prudence mud chcailh wtiat Beauty, has icaii|;ht. 

The Bloom of your Cheek# ^d.tl)ye;jgldoce of four^ye^ 
Your Rofes and LiUiejt^<»ay; ms^.the men ;^hji > 
But Rofes and {ilUef a»4 ^bi pstfs awa}^ 
And Paffion will.die as y94^rj^ut^ j^lecay. •, 

Ufe the Man that you wecL Hke your favorite Quitar> 
Tho' Mu£[ck*s in both, they aje both apt to jar >. 
How tuneful and foft fi^ona a delipate touchy 
Not handled too roughly, nor j)l^!d on too xnucb. 

The Sparrow and Linnet will feed from your hand,. 
Grow tame by your kin^ds^^hd eoi^b al cOIhti^(Ild^ 
Exert with your Hulband the fanae happy ikill^ 
For Hearts, like ;^bur yfds, May^bd tamM to ybhit inril 



T « 



Be gay and good-humour*d, complying and kind i 
Turn the chief of your care, /rt>m your fa6e ti^ 'Joat 

mind j • [J: i * ■ '" ^ 

Tis there that a Wife m&y hirf^liqiieft ihipraf^d^: - 
And Hymen fhaH ritet the fetter* of, Leve. ■ '' '^ 

M. i8 C. Gar&ick. 
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jL Ml ?air« be. adTJs'd bjr a Friend* . 

Whpfe counfel proceeds from the Heait.f. 
On Beantj no longer depend, 
» Or fly to the efforts- of- art. . . j- 

-"If a Lover yon'd' gain to jrotir ariiw ' *^ 
Let Virtue each a£fcion approre ; 
Her charms' the fbhd bo{om.ftill wamty 
And foftens the"8o^ into Lore. 



' To day be not nice as a Bride, 
To-inorrow untimely fcvere 5 
Let Prudence, with Thith; be youi^ goid^ 
No Caprice, or FoHy appears 

Unlefs You thus govern your mind. 
And bai^ifh. Peceit frpn^ your breaft* 

Too foon by experience youll find, 
Inconilancy ne'er can be bled. 

• • • » 

* ■ 

: Negleded, You*U vith(»r and fade. 
Till Beauty by Age fhall decay 5 
ThtQ, lonely, retreat, to the Shade 
And n^ourn your j^ hours away* 
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How dcfp'ratc will then be your Fate, 
How great yotir paft Lofs to deplbre ! 

Repentance/' ^las ! is too late, 

When your poi^ner to charm is no more ! 



- r 
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OR various purpofe ferves the Fan 3 
As thus — a decent blind. 
Between the Ibicks, to peep at Man, 
Nor yet be^jray yoor/ioifid. : 

• . ji • * • 

Each adioh 'has a theamng phiin, 

Refentment*s in the Snap ^ 
A Flirt, expreifes ilrong difdain, 

Cbnfeut, a gentle Tap. ' 

. > ,1 ... . . 
All paffions will the Fan difclofe. 

All modes of Female art ; 

And fweetly Co advantage ihews 

The Hfl»u^if not the hearts 

• .. >. . . 

Tis Folly's Sceptre, firft defign'd . 

By Love*s capricious Boy, 
Who knows how lightly all Mankind 

Are govem'd by a toy. 



•\ 
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^NG had Damon lov*dji tnd long co^ceal^d 
The dear tormenting pleafant paffion. 
Till Delia*ft mildne(k had prerail'd ;• 

On him to tell his inclination'. 

Juft as the Fair-osie feom'd to give 

A patient ear to his love-dory, 
Damon mud his Delia leave, ^ ' « 

To go in qued of toilfome glory. 

Half-fpoken words kuag on his tongwer 
Their eyes refus'd their nfual'XiMtiiag; > 

And iighs debar'd their wonted fong, 
Thefe charming iibunda were changed to wecfing. 

Da. Dear Idol of my Soul t adieu : 

Ceafe to lament, but ne*er to love me. 
While Damon lives, he lives for YoU) 
No other charms fhall ever move me. 

Delia. Alas ! who knows^ nixtm parted §k 

From Delia, but yew may deceife ker ^ 

The Thought deftroy8> ny keart with-cne ^ 

Adieu ! my Dear, I fear for ever ! 

• .... 

Da. If ever I forget my vows. 

May then my Guardian-Ange! leave mc : 

And more to aggravate ray woes. 

Be You fo good as to for^e me* • • - 

M. i8 C. Hamilton. 
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W OULD'ST tixcfa knonr lier (acred diatti* 
Who this deflin*d heart alarms^ ^- 11 

What kind of Nymph the Heavens decree 
The Maid thafs nUade for Love aiid me.> 



Who joys whene'er ihe &its mei gla^. 
Who forrows when ihe fees me fad ; 
For peace and me can pomp refign^ 
That's the heart that*iGi made £ov mine. 

Whofe fold with g^en'rcxis fmsd&ip glowi^ 
Who feels the Ueffing ihe bedow&f 
Gentle to all^ but kind to me, 
That's the Maid that's inade ibr me. 

Should Love, fantafiick. as He 2^ 
Raife up fome Rival tomy falifsf 
And ihould She change, but cam that be > > 
No other Maid is made for me. 

M. i8 C. HAM;LTo^^ 
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Who pants to' hear the figb fiiicev^. 

Who melts to fee the tender tear,^ ..* . i I ' . .1 
From each ungentle palBon free) ' 
That's the Maid, thfl^*s made for m^ 
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:TTEND, yeNymph«, whilft I impart 
The fecrct wifhes of my Heart, 
And tell what Swain, if one there be. 
Whom Fate defigns for Love and Me. 

Let Reafon o*er faii thoughts prefide $ 
Let Honour all his adions guide : 
Stedfaft in Virtue let Him be. 
That is defign*d for Love and Me. . 

Let folid fenfe inform his Mind, 
With pure Good-nature fweetly joined. 
Sure Friend to modeft-merit be. 
The Swain deiign*d for Love and Me. 

Where Sorrow prompts the pen five Sigh } 
Where Grief bedews the drooping Eye j 
Melting in Sympathy I fee 
The Swain defign*d for Love and Me. 

Let fordid Avarice claim iio part. 
Within his tender geii'fous heart ; 
Oh ! be that Heart from Falfehood free \ 
Devoted all to Love and Me. 

M. i8 C. 
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ICK of the Towrt fiikCriiajflew ;: r x 
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To Con templati(m'& r urai ,bHt j * - j ' i - ^ t; 'A 
Adieu, faid SheS-^ain W^ftr.W: adieu .!; ? 

Fools only A\\iy, to hb greaA : 
Th0fBQO^„.ifcfertiiinp> the Heri»H;$x:eii*l 'JrrvV 

The mo(^gtmm roof ;aM«a«[t64ifloo« r jil T 
All thefe She had — 'twas mighty well, 

But yet She wanted ibraetJi^pg.©(oi:e, . ^-r-. 

Back to Ithe.bufy W^rld atgAn. - i /> * ' ' *^» 

Shefoon returft'd, in.hop^s.lafiodi .::.'.: ;i'U 
Eafe for imaginary paioiKi.:..: > '..>...• .1 lO 

Quiet of hesrt and peaoo oCpnind.: / : -*. 
Gay fcenes of grandeur every hour 

By turns her fickle fancy, fill 5 . . . 
The World leem*d all withm her.pgw'r. 

But yet She wanted (ompthing ftill. 
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Cities and Gr9T/jR by turns were, try'd, 

TwatnUi alas I: ao idle tale; 
Celia at length became a Bride, 

A Bride to Damon of the vale : 
All Nature fmil'd, the gloom v/^as chear'd, 

Damon was kind} She can't tell, how. 
Each place a Paradife appear'd, 

And Celia wanted nothing now. 
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.S in a vernal arening feif, ^ ' 

Damon and Celia (happy pair) 

Sat, on a flowVy bank, reclin'd 
Beneath a fragrant myrtle's ftad^, . • • 
While their yotmg olS&pring roand 'itnfkpf^ 

Thus ravUhVl Daubo op'd his ttund t 

Oh! what a happy ftatc IS this » 
My Celia ! what a hcav*n of blifs 

Does Ix)ve, pure> lawful Love ftt^^l ' 
Whether I turn uty looks on Thtb^ 
Or yonder Infant charmers fee> -::. : 

Still views of Jeff Mute toy eye. * - 



>: 



Lifers higheft blcKHngs all are mine | 
And doubly fo by being thine 1 

Dear Crown of all that I enjoy : 
No anxious guilty thoughts I find 
To difcompofe txfy peace of ttoidd $ 

Pure Love yields fweets without alloy! 

Our holy union H^av'n approves. 
And fmiles indiiigent on our loves. 

As our unniimber'd bleflings fhow j 
Oh ! let our virtue tlien improve 1 
Let us fecure more blifs ahuvc\ 

For more we cannot Tviftf below I 



S4 

X HO'hispairion«^^lddM(|M:^0iitllii«PsbldHi^^ 
What his tongue will nota^kfi^ f^is^ ti^A^^i]^ in^eOi - 
And, by foft ftoln glancwi liHlrttUtt^y prw*,-?' x JL\i 
That the/ are the tell-imll^ <^*(^kid(Mi^^lov«w' • ' ' 'iT 

Tho' indifferent the fubjeft, wlJafcVerii prove. 
He infenfibly turns the diu:ourfe'iilpon Ttove: 

If he talks to another, with plcainrelTe^, ^ 

Tho* his words are to her, yet his looks are to me. 



Sometimes I command hin\jljj[s»^f qpjjj to rofp^, ^ 

But, alas my rcfolvQfJ,.rcjpp?^\i^,i^^ ;,, f',,^^. 

For, when the dear theme fie^^<^.Jl|^^e^ j^u^fu^.^. 

I forget my comm|^^^|4a%reC^ , ^.. , , 

When he talks, ^if alplMK 1 4i:i»CYlvi»i itoir f .. \ >ii,c 
Hefhouldfpeakwhatl Jr^a^T-aildli}«l'U9^tn9tf» tflsbear^ 
Should lie mention his LoVe^ j tho* vayfricle would deny. 

Vocal Mu^ck, Fo/. 2. P. 224. 1772. 
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To kwet and live in quiet ; : 
Let's tie the kndt fo i^ery fa|l» 

That Time fii^lK^er*uptie.il« - .m^x. .. . <, '^ 
Love's deareii joys they never prove. 

Who free frpm quarrels live; . „, 

Tis lure a Godlike part of Love . , . , . 



£ach other to fprgive. 
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When leaft I feem'd concem'd. I took 

• * ■ • • • 

No pleaiure, nor had reft 3 ^' ^ '^ 

And when I feign'd tn angry look, ' ' 

Alas! I lo/d Y<iu Iklte 
Say but the fame to'mci^^youl! find '" ' - ^ • ^ 

How bled will be our fate ; 
Sure ! to be geatsfxA, toiie-kind, ' ' :.rj .' . . u' 
'^•'i'Cah heyerliottiojate. ' 

E. 17 c. '• Sfi£pfiBL0, -p; VoCt^MkU. 

■ • » 1 . • J .v / 
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HILLIS is my otAy joy, ' ' • "^ 
Faithlefs as the winds or feas 3 - 
Sometimes comlog, fometimes coy, 
Yet She never fails to pleafe : > 
If wit^a frown 
lam caft down; 
Phillis fmiliiig, - ' 
And beguiling. 
Makes me happier than before^ 

Tho*, alas 1 too late I find. 

Nothing can her fancy fix; 
Yet the moment She is kind, 
I forgive her all: her Tricks ; 
Which tho' I fee, 
I can't get free's 
She deceiving, ' ' 

I believing; 
What nee4 Lovers wiih for more? 

- # # 

S. jy G. Sbolbt. 
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)£LTEV£ me, Cloe, and astla»4 
(My tale may make you more, my .FrtirBd) / ,. , * 
Laftnight* when iki^ k^^lsod &t^, . ,, ., . 
From every other carelmt Th^e, ^ ; ..i l' / 
Methought, at mornings dawn Y^ii; oaoM^i/ : { 
your drefs, your air the very £saaiti . , ,;. | 
Surpri z*d, 1 knew not what to fy^f , ['lli''] 
But words> at lad^ thus found tbeir WHiT-' . / 

' • • . . ■ - 1 

•»•• • til ■.■.»»* < r Ti-' 

What means this vifit, lovely Guefl? 

Say, am I happy, or unblefti 

An hour of joy I ne*er ca« £od ; .••../ 

While You're relentlefs aod lunkiad 1 . - 

Where'er the injur*d Stre^beo dief 9 

Your much-Iov'd image meeiftmjr Cfcsy : ^ 

You haunt the grove and cryibd ftrcam; . 

My thought by day — by night na^ dneam, 

*' I come (the geti'fmm IMr mpfy*i^ / : . . 

'* To crown, with Love, the Truth Iv'c try'd : 

*' I fcorn'd y^ttf vows, and feem'd unkind, ) , 

** For Men are falfe, and Vows are wind f 

'* Yet now I dare confide in You, 

" Convinced your promifes are true: 

" My Heart ihali now your pains repay, 

" And Hymen bind the bi«t to-day.** 
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jGLWAKE ! xjfiy Love \ with genial ray 
The Sun retarning glads the day; 
Awake! the balmy Zephyr^Uogw'Vy 
The hawthorn blooms 3 the daify gifiwa. 
The Trees regain lihw y^4?ftt prinj(^}, 
The Turtle wooes his tendejr BriA? } 
To Love c^ WvWcT t^ly;s hi^ fmg 
And Fiih in dimples glide a^Qifg, 



> »• % 






.1 1 -^ 



0» more than blooraing^ dai^qs^ fairl 

More fragrant than the vernal airl. 

More gentle than the Turtle-dove, 

Or Stream^ that murmur thro' the grove 1 , , 

Bethii^ theel alKis on the wiog: ,. 

Thofe pleafures wait on w^r^ spring I. 

Then come — the .tr^nfient blifs enioy I / ' , , 

Nor fear— -what fleets fo faft^, will^clpy* 






c 



EASS to parfue the fcornllil Fair 5 
Let not her vain deluding atr 

One Thdtkght of Thine enga^ : 
Leave Her to Stale- VirginityY ' \ ' 
Let Pride, in Youth Her Tormfcnt bt : 

And Envy, itt Oldb-Age;^ ' '' * 

D4 
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Xofly, 
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Hke bird fVdrti gford to grcH^, • '' ' 



r 



To wanderi like ther bee j 
To fip of fwcctf», and tatte of Love; ' ' 

If not enough for me/ 
No flatt'ring paflli^ii wake my brMfti 

I wlfli the place to findi 
Where Fate may glvei with peace and feft« 

One Lover to my mind; 



To cvVy Youth y\\ not be gay| 

Nor try on all njy poiy'rj 
Nor futurp pltafurei throw away/, 

In toyingfi for an hour. 
I would nqt reign the general toa(l| 

Be praw'd by all tlic Townj 
A thoufand Tpnguei on nae i|re loi|| 

I'll hear but only one. 



/' 
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Vor wliich of all the flatf ring Train 

Who fwarm in Beauty'i ihlnci 
Wlicn Vouth'i^ gay charmi are in the w«o^ ; > 

Will court their fure decllpe ? , . 
Then KopNi and Witii and Beaux, forbear^ 

Your art* will never. dOi, 
For fonin fond touth ihaU be my ^f^rc, 

Llfe'v chequer'd feafoqi t|u;(Mi|;b. 



My 
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My little he»rt ihaU have a hmutti 

A warm and ihelter^d wpA i 
No giddy fliglitii (hall make mo roam 

From where 1 molt am blel^« 
With Love aud only that deur Swaii^ 

What tranquil joyt 1 ibe t 
Pai^ewell, ye falfe inconftant Traln» 

For WW? is<i//to me, 

VocAt Mumcx* >W, a. P. lao. 1771. 
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ITH my frailty dan*t upbraid Me* 
I am IFomaH a« Heaven made Moi 
Caufelefi doubting, or delpalrlng 1 
Ilailily truftingy idly fearing \ 
If obtaining, 
Still complaining I 
If confenting, 
Still repenting ) 
Moft complying 
When denying 1 
And, to be foUow'd onlyi flying. 
With my frailty don*t upbrdd M0| 
I am If^man ai Heav*o made Mo. 

B. 18 C. Conaaivi. 
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O fly, like bird ft'om groye to grol^, " ' ' 

To wander, like the bee; • ■' ••' ' '^ • 

To fip of fweets, and tiafte of Love,' ' • * ' 

Is not enoaghfor me.^ • •-"» ' (' 

No flatt'ring paffions 'wake my breaft;' ' ' 

I wifh the place to find. 
Where Fate may give, with peact$ and fcft. 

One Lover to my mind. 



To evVy Youth Til not be gay. 

Nor try on all my pow*r; 
Nor future pleafures throw away. 

In toyings for an hour. 
I would not reign thie.general toaft^ 

Be praised by all tfie Town; 
A thoufand Tongues on me are lof|, 

1*11 hear but only one. 



>■<• 



For which of all the flatt'ring Tralii 

Who fwarm in Beauty's fliine. 
When Youtli's gay charms are in the ly^^^ ;. ^ 

Will court their fure Recline ? , * 

Then Fops, and Wits, and Beaux, forbear^^ 

Your arts will never, do,, 
^oi* fome fond I'outh fhall be my qj^re, . 

^fe's chequered feafoqs through. ^ ^^ . 

f My 
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My little heart fhall have a home, . . i .. 

A warm and ihelter'd neft ; 
No giddy flights (hall make me roam 

From where I moft am bleft. 
With Love and only that dear Swain^ 

What tranquil joys I fee ! 
Farewell, ye falfe inconftant Tfain« 

For one is all to me. 

' Vocal Musick, Vol, %. P. aao. 177*. 
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ITH my frailty don't upbraid Mc, 
I am tubman as Heaven made Me : 
Caufelefs doubting, or defpairing ; 
Kaihly truiHng, idly fearing ; 
If obtaining. 
Still complaining^ 
If confenting, 
Still repenting ; 

Moft complying , 

When denying : 
And, to be followed only, flying. 
With my frailty don't upbr^d Me, 
I am Woman as Heaven made Me. 

B. i8 C. CoNcitsvB. 
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Infcripion on a Seafy exposed to the Suriy at 
Whtfton^ Pembrokefhire. 

Jn ORM'D to attend io Silence, Shade, and Eafe> 
Where, the luxttiioud ladolent might doze> . 
Where Zo<ir^, unheard, ntight urge its tendVdft picas 
And languid £^j»;^ 0ielter, to rcpofe* 

How long muft I remain, by Fate (fevere, 

My FounderV pious piirpofes to foH ? 

Thus mifapplied, unceafingly to bear 

The Martyr-plaints of tbofe indoom'd to broil I. 

Hence to fome fpot, kind Friend to his defign \ 
Ctuick fnatch me from this Torrid-Zone away. 
Where, taught by Naturie, am'rou* bought eht^nd, 
A lovc-infpiring Umbrage, to difplay ! 

Difpos'd, to fuffer Morning i earlieft beam^ 
Mild as it is, not glaring to intrude j 
Partial alike, to each Days farewell*gleam^ 
But Tyrant Noon entirely to exclude. 

So fhall the Miftrefs of this lov*d Retreat 
The fpot with her Angelic prefcnce grace. 
Her Heart*s fond Mafter following to the Sisat, 
The Soul of Virtue in Her charms to trace. 

So fhall this fpot be facrcd to the joy. 
Which, only fuch as love like them, can know, 
A Blifs (if fuch on Eartli) without alloy 1 
The Blifs of "Eden ! prior to its woe 1 
Copied Sept, 14, 1794. 



X H£ Sun was fetting in the maixf^ 

Bright Cy nthU tUdt^ all thd ^aifli * ' ' 
When Colin fumM his l!feam to rdk 

And fought the Lafs tfmt he lovM betl. 
As tow'rd her ^^t« Ite jo^ along "' '' 

Her name was freqnent'ln his^ fongi 
But, when his errand Doily kh^Wy 

She vow*d, She*d fomething elfe to do 
She d foitt«th!f)g ^fe to do 

She vow'd, She^ fohiething elie to do. 

He fwore he did eltecm her more 
Than any Maid He'd' feeh before 
In tender fighs proteded. He, 
Would conflant as the Turtle Ibe j 
Talk*d much of Death, ihould ihe refuft. 
And us*d fuch satis M^hovcn n£s. 
« Tis fine (fays Doll) if 'tis but true; 
** But now I've fomething elfe to do 
Irtt ftnellra^g cUb'td do 
She Tow*d, She'd fomething dile to dv. ' 

Her Pn^ then CHBritiAW ^adWeffd, ' 
Forgive me Doll, I did tfutjeift,'* ^ 
To Her that's kind I'll conflant prove^ 
But truft me lH rie^ttr *e^of lote.' ' " 
Tho' firft She did his cdm«Bp fcbril ' 
Now Doll begih'fo idBirfttt^ tdk ' ' 
" Dear Colin, I was jefting'twjr* '^ - "'■'^*'^' 
'f.iit^AfyfYt.^pfi^ do 

" I've nothing elfe to do 
^ Step in, I've nothing elfe to do^"^ 
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N vain, Miranda, yoa oompl^in^ 
You charge the.gv^Ulds B^y.in vain^^ 

He ne'er ^as prpy*4 untrue : 
Thou fweeteft Image Thought can find 
Thou beft Idea pf my Mind I 

My Soul is'fiird with You. 

Let but thofe Eyes, beoigply bright. 
That look the language of. delight! 

This fpacious Globe review: ., 
If they can fpy an equal ("air. 
Be jealous then — and TU take care 

You iball have reafon too. 



^^^^^^^^ 



S' '' 
OFT God of Sleep 1 wken pest yoa fteal 

To lovely Cciia's eyes 5 

In dreams to the de^ Ma|d xevea) 

Who *tis, that for Her diea! 
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But ihould the Fair-one be diipleas*4 - ;^ 

At the unwelcome Th^me • 

Fly Her — and let JJer. Mind be ef s'd . • r , , >i 

By finding it a Dr^fim* r . , : . r ' 

VoeAiMuhcKi py. 5; 17*73. 

I ' ■ . : « ■ * 
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X IS true, I tov^} Ibut ail^.iti yslin ^ V m J 

With queflions you ma/ foiire :to :teaze> . - i rill 

Words cannot, what I y^tf^i explain; i-i' * IT 

Since Beautjii*ii but >the Fowec^tdtpleafe* ; i >; i rP// 

Not breathing Paint, nor fpcalttng^^fxme, • ' '^"^ 

Can> Ti;iKi/ I love in Her, exprefs; 

Peculiar to Herfelf ^lonti:! -^ -■ • - o 1 1 ^ > v^'^'i oHJ^ 

Defcriptioiv^tthray^smak^itrlefi. : .. ;;.;iM,.:3 



- I . ., . - l it* 



All that is foft, or fn^eet, of -fairi 

The chcarful Converfe; ' iify ' Mibii, 
The Look to baniih ev'r7"^*f * -- 

The Eye that fpeaks a Soul ferene : 

-* r 

< J . J ■ .i 1 * . » l# ^ »♦. • 

I 

I 

Thefe, with unnumbered Chdhm/fiifpire' 

Each mild affeaion of ' thd kektt I -"^' 

But here too weakV the Pbet*9 AfeH ''^^ 

Our FeeRng muft the Wk imiiaft:: ' ' ' ' '* - 



/•■> 
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Gay Vwitj^lnay boaft the Strain . ■ .U :.I 

In Fancy's flatt'ring vifions dreft; 
But Truth and Nature's voice explain 

The Didates of Affe6tion befl. 

M. i8 C. (Altered from) Marriot. 
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1 HE Yoath mair InildtviteU his Mill. - • ' > i 



HE Yoath majr iMldfyiteU his jMiiii, 

His Love's Reward, aik and obtain | •: . . :i:iV/ 

Tho' bis the flroQger mind^: - i .»«..•. '!>i'.V. 

While the Poor-maid who ierb tho dai^ -^^ r : :^ 
In fecret rouft conceal the iinart^ 

Such is her talk affigncij. .-; Mi..T4,: .. .1 

She ronft fupprefs the rifing fbnn^ ^ >- * ••< >»:('• • 
Confult T;iith Honour, Fludetioc^'SbadK^: * ;^ '.'"<: 

And filently endure: 
Muft banilh Hope, defpair. Kelie^ 
And patiently fuftaiii.tbe Grrieii» 

That Heav'n alone caoccM^ 
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Snch are the rights Men o*er ns claim. 
Honour in iberp, in us^UShaiBC^ 

The bounds of botb^ihc;/ fix: , 
Tet (in this age at4ea^) hov icfTi 
Afford the jufl protp^oq 

To our defenceleis Sex 
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M.I8C. aRpttti: 
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Lay thefe wanton airs tlMti 
Do not all your charms difooyer^* 
Let Diicretion be your Ckiide* 

When the Objed is deferring, 
And your Heart declares for one ; 

All your charms for him reiefviDgy 
Shew the Rest, He reigns stlone. 



'■'■'■ "" 
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REACH not, to me, ybdr mnliy mted. 
Ye Drones that mould in idle Cell ; 
The H^art is wifer than the ScJb<»k$ 
The Seftfa always reafoa well» 

If fliort my fpan, 1 lefs can (pate 
To j)afs one fingle Pleafure by : 

An Hour is ^ojtg^^if kfi in Cmrt : 
They only Ivucp who Lift eiyoy. 
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Smiles and Looks to <dl i^affted; " '^ 

Have no value 5 no regard : - * ' '• * -' 

Bat to be by all deferted. 
Is the vain Coquette's i^Wtlrd. 

M. 18 C. C. Reevbs. 
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OHALL I alhthcjtrutbdifeonir^ > .v »l.r i%'> // 
But too foft a Heart i>«tW ^ -- - ' »i ^ft- v.. .T 

Whilft I cure a jealous- L'oveVi : -ri; •' Hi: . .: <fi 
And his Rival's arts.betwr^y.. 



It. • I I ' < ■. t \ 1 ' ^ 1 



All his gifts> his boafted. treafure; ::\ -^.j} frv*// 

Have no value in ray eyes ; . ,: : .;„, .• i.^;/. 

Give difguft, inflead of pleafure> i^: . . .^ . ^^ 
Soidid-Greatnefs I <iefpire. 






All the Indies-wealih po0effing. 
Can to me no joys impart 5 

Tis the HoTtd that j^wj the Blefling,. 
Stamps its value on thc^ Heart. 



/ f .. t 
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From thy band 2l iimple flow*r, 

Cuird from Nature's various hoar4 1 
Can, a Charm of fov*reign pow'r 

To revive my Heart, afford. /. , ^ : :;•' i 
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Thy leall gifts convey a pl^fure 
Nought their value can improve 3 

But the beft, the deareft Treafure, 
Is the Heart of Him I love. 



C. R«BVES. 



French Song, " Ce* que je dis eft la Verite memc," 
^araphrajei, . . ,- 
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T is not beaut/k gaudy flower,'' ' ' 

(The empty triumph of an hour) 
Nor pra6tis'd wiles of Female art. 
That now fubdae my deftin'd Heart i ' 
O no! *Tis Heaven, whofe wondrous hand 
A Tranfcript of Itielf hath planned. 
And to each outward Grace hath join'd 
Each lovelier feature of the Mind. 

Thefe Charms Ihall laft, when others fly, ' ; 

When rofes fade, and lillies die 5 . . ... 

When that dear eye's declining beam - 
Its living firis no more fhall ilream : 
Bleft then and happy in my chain. 
The voice of Freedom calls in vain 5 
Nor Reafon*s hai^ih reproof I fear. 
For Reafon's felf is Paflion here. • 

r 

O dearer far than wealth or fame, , • , 

My daily thought, my nightly dream. 

If yet no Youth's fuccefsful art 

(Sweet Hope) hath touch'd thy gentle heart. 

If yet no Swain hath bleft thy choice, 

Indulgent hear thy Damon's voice; 

From doubts, from Fears his bofom free. 

And bid him live — for Love and Thee. 

MoDEKUt VotMSi G/aJgotv, 1776. 
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OW clear the Sky ! how foft the gale 
Breathing along the dewy vale ! 

For lo ! the Wintry Winds are fled. 
No more the Stream at random ftrays. 
But in its Q^tive Channel plays : 

And Flowers enamel all the Mead. 

£ven Furious Storms fubfide : but You 
The plaintive meafure dill renew ; 

Of Helia's abfezice ilill complain. 
Ceafe, tuneful Boy 1 . nor feed your woe; 
For abfence may a cure bcftow. 

When fighs and tears and vows are vain! 

Nay, Heaven forbid your gentle heart 
Should with the generous Paflion part. 

Should ceafe to love and to admire. 
The Mufe more liberal maxims knows : 
And if She promifes repofe, 

Tis by fulfilling your deiire. 

If e'er your melting fuit inclined 
Her fearful amiable mind, 

Abfence will wake the latent flames : 
More than your foft perfuafive tales, 
Abfence with magic power prevails. 

And all her timid wildnefs tames. 
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OT like the rooted plants that grow >' 

On Tweed's green bank, or Cheviot's brow. 

Is Man's immortal Soul ; 
Where'er The Almighty's plaftic hand 
His Billows rolls, or fpreads His Land, 

It flies from Pole to Pole. 

Not llumb'ring in the vale of Peace, 
In felfifh and inglorious eafe. 

Delights the nobler Mind : 
Whoe'er afpires to laurel'd deeds, ^ 

Like * Forbes lives, like f Grereviile bleeds, 

The Servant of Mankind ! 

Let not warm-blooded Youth be found 
In Pleafure's flowery fetters bound. 

Or Sloth's enchanted bed : 
The Temples, rcVrend Time liath fnow'd, 
The Forehead, PuWick Toil bath plow'd. 

Claim and adorn a Shade. 

Whether I freeze in Belgian Snow, 

Or in Barbadoes Summer glow, 

Avaunt each partial care ! 

Still let me various, Nature fcan. 

The World's my Home; my Brother^ Man, 

And God is every where. 

Petrib. 

* Dtmean Forbes of CullodJen, Prefident of the Court of Seilion in 
Scotland, greatly inftrumental in fuppreffing the Rebellion in 1745 
and diftinguiihed for a Liit of Pablick Viitue. 

'I^Hon.Capt. Thomas Grenville killed in Adionon board His Ship. 

£2 
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'EAR Chloe, we'U from th' World retire 
To our own Family and Fire ; 

In Love our hours employ 5 
No noify Neighbour enters here, 
No intermedling Stranger near. 

To fpoil our heart-felt Joy. 

If folid happinefs we prize. 
Within our breaft this Jewel lies j 

And they are Fools who roam : 
The World has nothing to beftow. 
From our ownfelvcs our joys muft flow, / 

And that dear Hut, our Home! 

Tho* FooU fpurn Hymen's gentle pow'rs. 
We, who improve his golden hours. 

By fweet experience know 5 
That Marriage, rightly underdood. 
Gives, to the tender and the good, 

A Paradife below ! 

Our Babes ihall richefb comforts bring. 

If tutor'd right, they'll prove a fpring. 

Whence Pleafures ever rife : 

We'll form their minds, with ftudious care. 

To all that's manly, good and fair, 

^Aad train them for the Skies. 

Our 
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Our portion is not l^rge indeed^ 

But then how little do we need ? ^ 

For Nature's calls are few ! - v i / \ 

In this the art of Living lies, . . jil o 

To want no more thanimay iuffice> ; . , \. h.uT 

And make that little do. / , :* ii o.H 



We'll therefore relifh with content,, 
Whatever kind Providence ha^ fent. 

Nor aim beyond our pow'r^ 
For if our Stock be very fmall, 
Tis Prudence to enjoy it all. 

Nor lofe the pre/fent hopr. . 
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To fee refign'd, when ills betide. 
Patient when favours are dei|y*dj 

And pleased with bounties 'giv*nj' 
Dear Chloe this IS Wifdom's part. 
This is that indcWfe of the Heart, ' 

Whofe Fragrance mfounts to Heav'n. 

M. i8C. Cotton. 
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The Wltfi's Prayer. 



A, 



.LL-gi.ving Power ! great Sourcb of Life ! 
O hear the Parent ! hear thb Wife! 
That Life Thou lendeil from aboye» 
Tho* little, make it large in Love! 

O bid my feeling Heart expand 

To every claim> on every hand; 

To Thofe from whom my Days I dretv. 

To Thofe in whom thofe days renew : 

To all my Klin, however wide, 
In cordial warmth, as blood, allied; 
To Friends with fteely-fetters twin'd; 
And to the Cruel, not unkind. 



■\- 



But Chief, the Lord of my defire. 
My Life, My felf. My Soul, my Sire, 
Friends, Children, all that Wiih can cl^II^^ 
Chafle Paflion clafp, and Rapture name ! 

O fpare Him,, fjpare Himf gracious Power f 
O give Him to my lateft hour ! 
Let me my length of Life employ. 
To give my Sole-Enjoyment, Joy ! 



His 



71 

His Love, let mutual Love excite ; . , A 

Turn all my Cares to hi§ Delight 5 
And every needlefs Blefiing fpare. 
Wherein my Hufband wants a fliare. 

M. 18 C. Brooke. 
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LUTUS, vain is ajl your vauntipg^,; : 
JVit muft Life witt If/i/s fupplys 
Gold, alas! ihould Wit be ivanting, 
Would not find a Joy to buy. 



• •»-/* 4 • w . 

^/, alone, creates the bleiCng, . r .'. / 
Which, exciangiif or Gold f wG^ihl^X^ I 

Sterling-Grold, alone, pofTefling, 

Wfcrft ktkSf Man but gloom and care ? 

Gold itfelf, on Wit depending. 
Thence derives it's only pow'r 3 
. Folly, all profufely fpending. 
Folly, hoarding all, is poor. 

£4 
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.TxNGER, in hafty words or blows, 
Itfelf difcharges on our Foes; 

And Sorrow too finds fome relief 
In tears which wait upon our grief: 



< • • .1 






So cv'ry Faflion but fond Love, 

. Unto its own redrcfs does move 5 
But That, alQnc,_the Wretch in clin es 

To what prevents his own defigns : 

Makes him lament, and figh, and weep,^ 

Diforder'd tremble, fawn and creep j 
Poftures which fender him defp{^*d. 
Where he endeavburs to be priz'd. 

For Women (born to be controird) 
Stoop to the Forward and the Bold; 

AiTed the Haughty and the Proud, ' . 
The Gay, the Frolicji and the'Loud^ 

M. 17 C. Wa&lbi^. 
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The Anti-Platonick, 

Xi Y Heav'n, 'tis all mere afFe^tatipn ' 
I hate this Cant of Wit and Senfej 

What I barter Love for Converfation ! 
Soft KifTes for Impertinence! 



.; ■ (. 



But fee ! my Sylvia's felf appears 
In all the blooming Pride of Youth ! 

Sapho looks palej while Curio fwears 
Such Beauty has more charms than Truth, 

And who that views thofe radiant £ye8> ,]- 

Tho(<^ ruby :Iips> and glo]iyingCheeks> 

But Plato's Vifions muft defpife, 
And fneer when learned Sapho ipeaks. 

... f , 

What Charms ideal> Senfe r?fin*di 
What MoralrBcauties taught by Books, 

Can raifc, to Heav'nly Thoughts, the Mind, 
Lilfe Sylvia's fweet bewitching liOoks ! 

I muft, (let d^ll PJatonick's frowii) 
Adore, all-fenfual, Charms, like thefe; 

One Glance would melt a Stoic down I .; 

One -K^-— convert ^ Socrates. 

M. i8 C. G&AT^tf; 
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►RIGHT auburn Locks, and fparkling Eyes, 

Of Wry Teeth a polifh'd row. 
Engaging Smiles that dimpling rife 

A damaik Cheek, a BreaH of Snow, 
An eafy Shape', a graceful Air 

This is the Pidure, the Pidure of my Fair! 

Her decent artlefs drefs difplays 

Simplicity with Tafte combin'dj 
Its pleafnig elegance pourtrays . 

The Graces of her fpotlefs Mind> 
Genteel and n^t beyond compare : 

This is the Piatire, the Piaure <)f rily Fair*- 

Not pert, prefurtiing, Indifcreet, 

In converfation, loud or vain; 
But ev'ry accent*s mild and {^Wedt^ 

With flowing Wit in ev'ry Strain: 
Free, open, lively, debonair I 

This is the PJaiittJ, the Pianre o( my JfAt \ 

Sincere in Friendfhip, coirftattt, kind, 

Unartful, diiinclin'd to rove; 
Of delicacy moft refitfd 

In the foft myftery of Lov^ I 
Indulgent to my plaintive pray'r ! 

This is the Pidure, the Pidure of my Fair ! 



This 
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This loveliefl Proof of Nature's ikill, 

I fure will cherifli to the Tomb f 
No other Maid can her excell, 

A Venus in her new-born bloom ^ 
Ye Swains, who nuptial Blifs would ihare, 

Choofe by this Pi6turc, this Pidiure of my Fair. 



Vocal MuB^CK, Fof;^, 
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HE Fire of Love in Youthfiil-'Blood 
Like what is kindled in Brulhw^ood, 

But for a moment burns j 
Yet» in that moment, makes a mighty noife : 
It crackles, and to Vapiodr tums> 

And foon Itfelf defirbys> 



But, when crept into aged Veins, 
It flowly burns, and long remains. 

And, with a filent heat. 
Like Fire in Logs, it glows and warms 'cm long! 
And tho' the Flame be not fo great; 

Yet is the heat as ftroi^g, 

» 

Mxamen Mifcellaneum, 1702. Earl D. (Dorset?) 
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>Y Love, congenial Souls embrace, 
Celeftial Source of Human-Race ! 
From whence, the cordial Senfe within. 
The bofom'd amities of Kin, 
ThejcaJl of Nature to her Kind, 
And all the Tunings of the Mind, 
That» winding Heaven's harmonious Plan, 
Compofe the Brotherhood of Man 1 



I feek not titles, rank, or State, 
(Superfluous to the truly Great) 
Nor am to fordid Wealth inclin'd. 
The pooreft paffion of the Mind ! 
But Amply ^'d to Nature** Plan, 
I feek the Ajfociau in the Mcm> 



Give him a form that may delight 
My inward Senfe, my mental Sight; 
In Him, by Science^ Trcn>ely Tqftey 
Be Nature/>o/j/2>Wj nottlefac'd; 
Sweet be the Mufick of his Tongue 
And, as his Reafon, clear and flrong 5 
To fteal, from each delighted day, 
Afflidion, Care and Time, away. 



Withia 
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Within his comprehenfive Soul 

Let Heaven's harmonious Syflem roll -, 

There let the Great, the Good, ihefn/e, 

Of fam*d Antiquity, arife : 

From ev'ry Age, and ev'ry Clime , 

£luding Death and circling Time I 

There let the facred Virtues meet. 

As in their known and native Seat : 

There let the Charities unite 5 

And Human Feeling weep Delight ! 

Kind Powers ! if fuch a Man You know, 
He's all the Heaven, I afk below. 

M. 17 C. Brooke, 
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XL Female charms I own, my Fair, 
In that accomplifh'd^rw combine! 
Yet, why this proud, a (Turning, air ? 
The Pratfe is Nature's, none of Thine. 

Wou'dft Thou, with juft pretenfions, claim, 

Of our applaufe, an equal (hare ; 
Be thy Defert, my Dear, the fame : 

And prove as Idnd, as Thou art Fair, 

Poems , Giafgoiv, 1748. Relph. 



78 



T, 



HE World, my dear Myra, is full of deceit. 
And Friendfhip's a Jewel we feldora can meet: 
How flrange does it feem that, fearching around. 
The Source of Content is fo rare to be found ! 

Oh ! Friendfliip, thou Balm, and rich fweetner of Lile, 
Kind Parent of Eafe, and Compofer of Strife -, 
Without Thee, alas ! what are Riches and Pow'r, 
But empty Delufions, the Joys of an Hour. 

When Fortune is frailing, what Crouds will appear. 
Their Kindnefs to offer, and Friend Ihip fincere 5 
Yet, change but the Profped, and point out Diflrefs, 
No longer to ferve You they eagerly prefs. 

How much to be priz d and efteem'd is a Friend, 
On Whom we may always, with Safety, depend ! 
Our Joys thus extended will always encreafe 
And Griefs fo divided are hulh'd into Peace. 
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IS true, I know my Paflion vain, 
Nor hope to win tl\e Fair ; 
Yet flill perfift to hug ray chain. 
And triumph in Defpair. 

What merit can the Lover boaft. 

Who finds a yielding Maid? 
He mcrcenar}' is, at moft, 

Who ferves but to be paid. 

Let me, tho* Love's with Hate return dj 

Indulge that Love the more. 
And when I'm flighted, loath'd and fcorn'd, 

Be filent, and adore. 

In thofe dear Eyes, that Angel Face, 

So many Beauties lye. 
Be this (ye Fates) my humble place 

To gaze, admire and die. 

B. i8 C. Thurstok. 
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'BAREST Kitty, kind and fair, 
TelJ me when, and tell me where, 
Tell thy fond and faithful Swain, 
When we thus fhall meet again. 
Where fhall Strephon fondly fee 
Beauties only found in Thee ? 
Deareft Kitty, kind and fair. 
Tell me when, and tell me where. 



Nightly Strephon fighs alone. 
Sighs till Hymen makes us one : 
Tell me, then, and eafe my pain. 
Tell thy fond and faithful Swain, 
WJben the Prieft fliall kindly join 
Kitty's trembling hand to mine ! 
Deareft Kitty, kind and fair. 
Tell me lu^cn, I care not nvhcre. 



9- 1 



I 



Vocal Musick, Vol, i. 1772. 
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HANKS, fair Urania, to your fcorh } 
i now am free as I was bom: " « 
Of all the pains that I endur'd,'*'^ 
By your late coldnefs, I am cur^d. 



I • r 



In loiing me, proud Nymph, yod Idfe, 
iThe humbleft Slave your Beauty ktiWd; ' 
In loiing You, I but throw down, 
A cruel Tyrant from Her Throne. • ' ' * 

My ranging Love did ilever find 
Such Charms of Perfon and of Mind 5 ' * 
You've Beauty, Wit; and all TMngs IcnoWi 
JBut — ^where You Ihould yovir Love beftow. 

Love is a Burthen, ^hich two Heirts, " 
When equally they bear their Parts, 
With pleafure carry; but no One, 
Be fure, can bear it long alone. 

1b,, 17 C* SkDLBY. 
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.AD I a Heart for falfehood frani-d,, 
I ne'er could injure You : 
For tlio' your Tongue no promife claiiu-d). 
Your charms wou]d make me true. 

To you no Soul (hall bear deceit. 

No Stranger offer wrong. 3 
For Friemis in all the ^^(5;*/ you'll. meot. 

And hovers in the Ynun^, 

But when they know that- you hare bleft 

Amther with Your Heart ; 
They'll bid, aJfpifii^ft Paffiourell 

And ad. a . Brothers part. 

Then Lady dread not here deceit. 

Nor fear to fuffer wrong } . 
For Friemis in all the AgldYjoikll meet. 

And Brothers in the, Yoimg*. 

1776. 9tt£RIDAK* 
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ERENE' IS the morn, the Lark leaves h\^ ne^ : . 

And iings a falute to the dawn ; . . ♦ 

The Sun with his fplendour, embroiders the Eafl< a 

And brightens the dew on the Lawn. 
While the Sons of debauch to indulgence give way. 

And {lumber the prime of their Iicjots 
liet Us, my dear Mary, the gardens furvey, * 

And make our remarks 06 the flowYs. 

The gay gaudy Tulip, obferve as You walk. 

How flaunting the glofs of its veil ! 
How proud and how (lately it flands on its ftalk. 

In beauty *s diverfi ty drcft ! 
From the Rofe, the Carnation, the Pink, and the C!love, 

What odours inceflantly fpring ! • 

The South, wafts a richer perfume to the grove. 

As it bruflies their leaves with its wing. 

Apart from the reft, in purple array. 

The Violet humbly retreats -, 
In modell concealment flie peeps on the day. 

Yet none excel her in fweets : 
So humbly, that tho*, with unparallel'd grace. 

She might e'en a palace adorn. 
She oft iit the hedge, hides her innocent face. 

And grows af the foot of the Thorn. 

So Beauty, my Fair-One, is doubly refin'd. 

When Modefty heightens her charms ; 
When Meeknefs, like thine, adds a gem to lier nund^ 

We long to be^Ioct'd in her arms. 
'^ Though 
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Thongh Venus herfelf from the throne fhould de{cend« 

And the Graces await at her call. 
To Thee the gay World would, in preference, bend. 

And hail thee the Violet of all. 
VocAi. MusiCK, Vol. I. 177a. 



G. 



"ODDESS of Eafe ! leave Lethe's brink, 
Obfequious to the Mufe and me; 
For once, endure the pain to ^hink, 
O fweet Infenfibility ! 

Sifter of Peace and Indolence ! 

O j^lufe bring numbers foft and flow. 
Elaborately void of Senfe, 

And fweetly thoughtlefs let them flow. 

Near to foine Cowflip-painted Mead, 
There let me doze away dull hours i 

And, under me, let Flora fpread 
A Sofa of her fweeteft Flowers. 

Where, Philomel, your notes you breathe 
Forth from behind the neighboring Pine. 

While Murmurs, from the Stream beneath. 
Still flow in unifon with thine. 

For Tbee, O Idlenefs ! the Woes 

Of Life we patiently endure j 
Tbou art the Source whence Labour fiowfi, 

We fliun Tbffj but to make Tbee/ure ; 



F(^ 
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For -who would bear. War's toil and. wafte^ 
Or who the thund*ring of the Sea 5 

But — to. be idle at the laft, 

And find a pleafing end in Thee: 



. I - 
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HILlilS, would you hav^me lov^ You, 
Truce with that afFeded fcom? 
Artlefs if I fail to move yoq, 
I ihall never learn to mourn. 

- " \ 
I 

You are but yourfelf difarming 

While you give your Lover pain $ 
Beauty ceafes to be charming 

Once 'tis tainted with difdain. 

Ui& me kindly, faireft Creature, 

You ihall ever find me true 5 
Yet fo flubborn is my Nature, 

Slighted, I can bid adieu. 

S. 18 C, Thurstoit^ 

F3 



X OO late, for redrcfs; and too foon, for my cafe j 
I faw You, I lov*d, and I wifh'd I could pleafe. 
I fancy'd your Eyes read the Language of mine. 
And faw my Love's i?nage reflected in thine. 
The FlattVer Hope to my ruin led on. 
And taught me to judge of your Heart by 7ny oztm: 
Self-Love, to my wifh, was at hand to perfuade 
That my Love vCras return*d, and my Friendfliip repaid, 



But wak*d from this Dream, *tis with anguifh I find, 
Words and Looj^s were but civU, whidi once f tiiougjit 

kind: 
It's colours no longer falfe Fancy will lend. 
To form a fond. Lover, or image a Friend : 
But htJlUIf my poor Heart, or beat Thee to refiy 
ril drive this Tormentor, this LfOve ftoflgi jaxy Pc^^ift^ 
I'll break the gay bai^ble topy Faiicy had nji^de^ 
And punifh the heart, Self-Love has betray'd. 

M, |8 Q. Cex.. 
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The Flrft Hour of Monjing. 
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OW fwect to wind the Forreft's tangled ihade* 
When earthly twilight, from the Eallern bound. 
Dawns on the fleeping Landfcape in the glade. 
And fades as Morning fpreads her blufh around ! 

When ev'r/ infant flower, that wept in night. 
Lifts its chill head foft glowing with a tear. 

Expands its tender bofom to the light. 
And gives its incenfe to the genial air. 

How frefh the breeze that wafts the rich perfume^ 
And fwells the' melody of waking birds; 

The hum of Bees, beneatli the verdant gloom. 
And Woodman's fong, and low of diftant herds ! 

Then, doubtful gleams the mountain's hoary head. 
Seen thro* the parting foilage from afar j 

And, farther ftill, the Ocean's mifty bed. 
With flitting fails, that partial fun -beams fliare. 

But, vain the Sylvian fliade — the breath of May, 
The voice of Mulic floating on the gale. 

And forms, that beam thro* mornings dewy veil. 
If Health no longer bid the heart b^. gay ! 

O balmy hour ! 'tis thine her wealth to give. 

Here fpread her blufli, and bid the Parent live. 

From the Myftcrles of Udoifbo, Ann RADCLirra. 

a Romance, 1794. 



Reply to Song P 258 i/? Edit. P ajo id Edit. 
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ITH artful voice, young Thyrfis, you 
In ram perfuade me* you are true, 

Since that can nevef be 5 
For he's no Profelytfe of mine, 
Thatoffcrs at another's fhrine 

Thofe vows be made ^ me. 

• * 

The faithlefs, fickl^ ><'af 'ring Loon, 
That changes oft'iver than the moon. 

Courts each new face he meets. 
Smells ev'ry fragrant flow'r that blows 
Yet flily calls the blufliing rofe 

IJis quinteflfence of fweets. 

So Thyrfis when in wanton play 
Frorii Fair to Fair you fondly llray, 

And Heal from each a kifs^ 
It lliews, if what you fay be true, 
A fickly appetite in you, 

And no fubflautial blils. 

For you, inconflant, roving fwain ! 
(Tho' feemingly you hug your chain) 

Wou'd fain, I know, get free. 
To fip freih balmy fweets of Love; 
From bow'r to bow'r inceflant rove, 

And imitate your bee. 



Then 
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Then calm that fluttVing thing your heart. 
Let it admit no other dart. 

But reft with me alone j 
For while, dear Bee, you rove and fing, 
Should you return without your fting, 

I'll not prote6t a drone. 

B. i8 C. 
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EE ! Hymen comes -, how his Torch blazes! 
Loofer Loves how dim they bum 5 
No Pleafures equal chafte Embraces 
When we Love for Love return. 

When Fortune makes the Match, He rages 

And forfakes th* unequal Pair 5 
But, when Love two Hearts engages. 

The Kind God is ever there. 

Regard not then High-Blood, nor Riches, 
You that would his Blefling have ; 

Let untaught Love guide all your wifhes : 
Hymen fhould be Ct/pd's Slave. 

|). 17 C, SEDLElf« 
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JJiSCARD that Frown upon your Brow 5 

*Tis You alone I love j 
To witnefs this eternal vow ! 

1*11 call on mighty Jove. 

*' O leave the God to foft repofe 5 
(The fmiling Maid replies) 



It 



For Jove but laughs at Lover's oaths, 
" And Lovers perjuries." 



By honoured Beauty's gentle pow'r ! 

By Fi*iend{hip*s holy flame ! 
" Ah ! what is Beauty ? but a Flow'r, 

*' And Friendihip ? but a Name ! 

By thefe dear tempting LipSf I cried j 

(With arch enchanting look) 
Hold — ril believe ! (the Maid replies) 

" But— You've not Kifsd the Bookr 

Mf |8 C. Bryan Edwaeds. 
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O not thinks that Love is 1^9, 
Which the Tongue cap ne'er difcoyeri 
Looks and Silence bell exprefs. 
Truth and Paflion in a JLover : 

Only He deferyc^s jrour Heart, 

Who loves moft with leaft profeffipgj 

And not He, who has the art 
Of addreliing and careffing. 

As your greatefl bane avoid 
Him who cunningly befeechesj 

Nor by Rhet'rick be decoy 'd, 
Faireft Love makes fewdft fpee<:he8. 

Kather be to him inclined, 

Who at diftance fighs and trenables y 
for, who fpeaks the moft, you'll find 

Only wheadlcs and diflembles. 



^ANaUET OF MvsiCK, i68j. 
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'ELIA was once the fwcctcft Mai4 
That grac'd the fprightly dance ; 
The Air, how artlels ! She difplay'd j 
How innocent each glance ! 

J5at when the fenfelefe Fopling-Tribc, 

Aroond Her, airy tiipt ; 
And, Celia's Beauties to defcribe. 

Their pens in flatt'ry dipt. 

Then all the little Jbifis of art 
Were praftis'd o'er and o er. 

To do (prepoftVoufly expert) 
What Nature did before. 

The poor expedients iis*d by art. 
Like the Cheek's borrowed Dye, 

Can never fix the wife-man's hearty 
Tho' they may catch his eye : 

The Female-Graces, Virtue fums. 
In gentle, foft and meek > 

Difdain, or Pride, but ill becomes 
Tbe dimpl'd Virgin-cheek. 



She 
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She> flill will admiration raife, 
Who, from its gaze, withdraws j 

To feem infeniible of Praife, 
Is to deferve applaufe. 

M. i8 C. Stevenson. 



T 



OO foon, alas ! She takes Her flight. 
And with Her all we prize j 
The flow*ry Lawns no more delight, 
No more the fhady Trees invite,^ 
Bereft of Celia*s Eyes. 

Soon as "the cheerlefs mornings rife,- 

And ftreaks of Day appear, 
Anxious, I curfe th' enlightened ikieS", 
Which only ferve to {how my Eyes 

That Celia is not here. 

So quits the Sun the Weftern iky, 

So we his abfence mourn : 
Like him. You gladden every Eye ; 
And as, too foon ! (like him) You fly 

Like him again return. 

i. i8 C. Thvrsto*.^ 
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EE, I languiili! fee, I faint! 
I muft borrow, beg, or Ileal > 
Can you fee a Soul in want. 
And no kind compalfion feel ? 

Give, or lend, or let me take. 
One fweet Klfs-, I alk no more 5 

Otic fweet Kifs-^ for pity's fake. 
I'll repay it o'er and o'er. 

Chloe heard, and with a fmile. 
Kind, compaliionate> and fweet 5 

Colin, 'tis a Sin to Heal, 

And, for me to give, not meet : 

But I'll lend a Kifs or twain 

To poor Colin in diftrefs j 
Not that I'll be paid again; 

Colin, I mean nothing lefs. 

M. 18 C. Thomson*. 
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W HY, Celia> why fo foon comt>lain; > ' ' 
That years roll on a pace ? : . 

And flrive to anti-date a pain; 
That contradi6b ymx^ Face ! 

Tho* Beauty, v^ls tlic £6w, I yield;. 

Your earlieft arrows fent : . . 

Will then the Wounds, thefe gaVe,. be heaTd^ 

Whene'er the Bbw's»urili«ftt? 

Your Lovely Soul, with po\t>'r<iiviiie. 

My lafting Faith' feciiresi 
'Twas Beauty made me:,wilk YoMimnci . • , . . 

But Merit niade me. YbuiH% • 



Frelh Charms^ . UDinnhbi0r*d^ h«re I vieWy 

In fweet fucceffion rifdfc: , ' : ■ 

And, tho' each hour produces new^ . ^ ; ■ :. 

No old one ever diei; • • i : ' 

M. 18 C. WlNSTAKlE?. 
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RAVE Fools my envy now beg 
Who did my pity movej 
They, by the right of wantiKg wit, 
Are free from cares of Love, 

Turks honour Fools j becaufe they arc, 

By that defe6k, fecure 
From Slavery, and Toils of War, 

Which all the Reft 'endurCi 

So I, who fuffer cold negle6t) 

And wounds from Celiacs eyes^ 
Begin, extremely, to refpeft. . 

Thofe Fools that feem fo wife* 

*Tis true, they fondly fet their hearts 

On things of no delight ; 
1*0 pafs, all day, for men-of-Parts, 

They pafs, alone^ the night. 

But Celia never breaks their reft j 

Such fervice they difdain : 
And fo the Fools are dully bleft. 

While I endure Her chain. 

B. i; C. Sheffield^ D. Bvckikgham^ 
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O, no. Fair Heretick, it cannot be 

But an ill-love in me. 

And worfe for Thee 5 , 

For were it in my pow'r 

To love Ttee, now this hour. 

More than I did the lafi, 

Twould then fo fall, 

I might not love at all : ' 
Love that can flow, and can admit Increaie, 
Admits as well an Ebb, and ntiay grow lefs. 



True Love is ftill the fame. 

The Torrid-Zones **^ 

And thofe more Frigid Ones ^ - 

It muft not know : • • 

For Love grown collar hot, ' J - - 

Is Laft and Friendfhip, not 
The Thing we have, for that's a Flame would die,l 

Held down, or up toorhigh . 
Then tbmk I love more than I can exprefs. 
And wouldy^iy more, could I but love Thee ^> 

Platford's Select Atrss, 1659. Suckling. 
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Tarody of Song ift Edit. P 229, 2d Edit, P 2^6^ ; 

" ' ■ ■ • . . . 

JMlSTAKEN Youth, lay-Stanhope by; 

His Wit is all deceiving ; 
*Twill neither teach you how to die 

Nor Happinefs in living. , 



•r 



Happy to die! no on&<an knovr r 

Till Virtuo i^ bis Mailer; 
Therefore onr Stedy ihould be now ' 

To hold this Gem the fafler. 

Would You, my Charles, be trulyrbldb ..;x 
Make this your IircUnatton a 

Let Wifdom rule your candid Brea^, j: . » jj 
And curb each guilty paiEon, .... ., j . /; 

.' • . .J . ' * I '1. • ( i 

Each bafer wifh-deny: 
Thus, free AM 'hsfff^ AiftU *Xm. #Mr 
Tht;^ i^S!^ ftatl yOu JSiX 
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HALL I, vaftmg in i^i^p^iv, 

Die becaufe a Woawia's f^ir ? 

Shall my CheeJs^ ioojf. pal^ witi^ G^p, 

Becaufe AnQt|i<ers rofy are ? 

Be She fairer than the 497» 

Or the flow'ry meads in M^^^ 
if She think not well of me. 
What care I how fair She be? 

Shall a Won^^> jgopdneif fl?.Qvp^ . 
Me to pcriih frr , W lov.e i^ 
Or her worthy n?erit3 l^owQ 
Make me quite forget xrxjjr qwa,? 
Be She meeker, kinder, than 
The Turtle-Dove, or Pelican^ 
If She be not fo to Me, 
What care I how kind i5fa6 be ? 



V.I 



B^Shc good, or kind, prf^ \ 

I will never xxj^Qm ddp^ir. 

If She love me, this believe, 

I wiH die «*er She fhall grieve : 

If She flight me, when I woo, 

I will fcom and let Her go : 

If She be not made for Me, 

What care I for whom She be? 
B. 17 C. G. Wither; 

Ga 



V-/LORIS, I cannot fay your Eyes 
Did my unwary lieatt furprize ; 
Nor will I fv^ear it vi^as your Fate, 
Your Shape, or any namelefs Grace :" 
For you are fo intirely Fair, 
To love a part, injuftice were. 

No drowning Man can know which drop 
Of Water his laft breath did flop. 
So when the Stafrs in Heaven appear. 
And join to make the Night look clear; 
The Light we no one's Bounty c^U, 
But the obliging Gift pf all. * ,' ': 



w ■ ■ ■ f ■ • ■ • * 

He that does Lips or Hqnds adore, 
Deferves them pnly^ and no more ^ 

« 

But I love all, and every part. 
And nothing lefs can eafe my Heart. 
Cupid that Lover i^eakly flrikes. 
Who can exprefs what *tis he likes; 



» •/ 



E. 17 C. SRI>«T]^ 
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JLoVE'S an idle childifh palTion' 
Only fit for Girls 'and Boys^ 
Marriage is a curfed Faihion, 
Women are but foolifh Toys, 



Spight of all the tempting Evils, 
Still thy Liberty niaintainj 
Tell *em. Tell the pretty iWils^ 
Man alone was made to reign^ 



. • ' A < .1 • 



Wherefore does thy colour Jeave thee? . 

Why thefe cares upo/i thy brow ? 
Did the rebel Pride Receive tbee ? 
^Jk hint Hvboje the Monarch now. . ^ 

M. i8 C. Bakeb. 



GS 
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Emfty Boqfter, know, thy BiUty, ' »V) 

Thou zuho doji my fowi*r. defy'*, ^ • . "';' ^ ■''•■- 

Feel the force of L^rve and Beauty, ■ • • A 

Tremble at my feet And die. ^~ 



v! A 






I'l 
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- . i\ 



B, 



]02 



>EHOLD the fatal hour arrive, 

Mary, my Mary, ah ! farewell^ 
Scvcr'd from Thee can I furvive 

From thee whom I have lov'd fo well. 
Endlefs and deep fhall be my woes ! 

No ray of comfort fhall 1 fee, 
And yet who knows, alas ! who knows. 

If Thou wilt e'er remember me. 

Permit me while in eager chace 

Of loft tranquility I rove. 
Permit my reftlefs thought to trace 

The footfteps of my abfent Love. 
Of Mary, wherefoe'er She goes. 

The fond attendant ihall I be, 
And yet who knows, alas ! who knows 

If She will e'er remember mel 

Along the folitary fhore 

ril wander peuiive and alone. 
And wild re-echoing rocks implore 

To tell me where my Nymph is gqne. 
From early morn to evening's clofe 

My voice fhall ceafelcfs call on Thee, 
And yet who knows, alas! who knows 

If Thou wilt e'er remember me. 

Oft times fhall I to meads and bowers. 
To groves my former haunts, repair. 

Delightful haunts ! where once my hours 
Glided in joy, for Thou were there. 



Painful 
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Painful remembrance oft ihall dwell 
On fcenes of pleafure, which with thecj 

duick pafs'd — yd who, alas ! can tdJ, 
If Thou wilt e er remember me. 



V ' 



There flows the fountain fhall I cry. 

Where blufhing fcomful She would Hand, 
Then look with foftly pitying eye 

And let me feize her yielding hand. 
There dawned my hope, there firft tlie vows 

Were heard of mutual conflancy. 
And yet who knows, alas ! who knows. 

If Thou wilt e*er remember me I 

How many Youths ibalt Thou behold 

Around thy new abode repair. 
What tales of Love ihall there be told • 

What vows of truth be offered there. 
O heavens ! amid fo tender vows. 

Such footbing tales, if I might be^— 
O heavens! and yet alas! who knot's. 

If Thou wilt e'er remember me ! 

O think! what fw.eet tormenting fmart 

Thy poor forlorn Alexis proves 3 
O think how faithful is his hearty 

Who has no hope, yet hopeleis loves. 
Think of the iilent fad farei^^ell 

Of him divided far from Thee, 
O think! yet who, alas! can tell 

If Thou wilt e*er remember me! 
From JlrUtafiafw. Six David Dauithfjjl 
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CHANC'D fwcfst Lejhfaf Voice to hear I 
O ! that the ple»fur« of the E«r 
CoDtented had mjr appetite; 
Bat I maft fatisfy tbip Sight { 
When foch a Face I chanc*d to fee ! 
From which, good Heav'n deliver me? 
The Look;* where other Women place 
Their chiefefl pride, is thy difgrace \ 
The ToDgue, whicli us^d to be 
Wbrft in the Sex, Uhtfi m thee I 
Were I but iiowtb ichbofe'rny Dear, 
Not by my Eye, '"but by my Earj 
Here would I doatt How Ihall I woo 
Thy Voice ! 9n^ x)0t ^hy Body too ? 
Say, Lejhia, fay, what GoA will blifs, . . 
Our Love^with fo nwch If 0ppuaief6 ? . i 
Some Women axe^ tfi Tongue / but oh ! 

Why art not Thou, piy l^fiiay fo ? 

Thy LoqIs do fgeak Wjtfi .: 4)ne SffU 

To make Thee but imifibk; ! 

Or die, refign Thy felf to Dc^th ! 

And I will catch thy lateft Breath, 

If not— Ye Gods f to eafe my mind 

Or make Her dumb\ of flrike me iKnd/ * 

For Love and Hate ftj lift ever rife 

Whilft She hath Voice and I have Eyes^ 

M. J7 C. i B^AUDOt^TB. 

■ , . . ' . ... 

I . . . .J i I ■» t ■ • • 

, , ■, ■ i \ ■ • 
. -Jl. . » 
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Old MS in Briti/b Mufeum, 
HY flight*fl thou Her, whom I approve ? 



Thou art not peer to try my Love \ 

Nor can'ft difccrn where Her Form lyes ; 

Unlefs Thou faw'ft Her, with my eyes : 

Say She were foul, or blacker, than 

The Night or Sun-burnt African j 

If lik*d by me, 'tis I alone 

Can make a Beauty where was none : 

For, rated in my Fancy, She 

Is fucb^ as She appears to 'me. 

'Tis not feature, or a face. 

That doth my free-ele6kion grace > 

Nor is my Fancy, only led 

By a well-temper'd White and Red: 

Could I enamour*d grow on Thofe, 

The Lilly, and the blufhing Rofe, 

United in one Stock, might be 

As dear unto my Thoughts as She ! 

But I look farther and do fipd 

A richer Beauty in Her Mind I 

Where fomething is fo lafling-fair 

As Time and Age cannot impair ! 

Haft Thou a Perfpedive fo clear 

That Thou can'ft view tt^ OhjcSi there ? 

When Thou Her Virtues fhall efpy 5 

Thou'lt wonder ! and confefs that I 

Had caufe to love Her : and learn thence 

To l(rve by Judgement^ pot by Senfe. 

Sloane's Collection, xxi. A. 1792. P 7. 
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E Virgin Powers! defend my heart 
From amorous looks and fmilesj^ 
Prom fancy Love, or nicer art 
Which moft our Sex beguiles. 

From fighs, from vows, from awful fears 

That do to pity move 3 
From fpeaking-iilence, and from tears^ 

Thofe fprings that water Love. 

But, if thro* Paiffion I grow blind. 

Let Honour be my Guide; 
And where frail Nature feems iaclin'dy 

There place a guard of Pnde. 

A Heart whofe flames are feen, tbo* ffare. 

Needs every Virtue*s aid; 
And Thofe who think themselves fecure. 

The fooneft are betrayVi. 



M&s, Taylor* 



107 



Wi 



HAT tbo* f m told that Flora's face 
Is fluih'd with frefher tints than Thine; 
That Chloe moves with nobler grace; 
That Laura's lightnings brighter ihines 

What tho* I'm told Zelinda's breaft 
Is whiter than the mountain-fnows} 

That Fulvia's lips. In dimples dreft, ' 
Arfe fwieeter than the Summer-rofe : 

For ever hanging on thy fmile, 
To others charms my Soul is blind: 

What perfeSiform can him beguile ? 
Who doats upon Thy ferfe3 mind, 

^vo. Norwich, 1792. F, Sa^SHS* 



=?= 
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.OW trattfcehdent is tiie pleafure. 
Which congenial Souls muft foitjw; 
When each heart, in equal 'meafure. 
Beats to Blifa» or links to Woe ! 

When with kitidfed feelings glowitig, 

Tho' by tiartikrs modes txprt^'d; 
Bmiles unhid, <st Tears f aft ibwing 

Shew alike the tender Breaft. 

From Louisa Forrester, a Novel, 1794. 
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JTlER Sheep had, in clullers, crept clofe to the Gro^i 

To hide from the heat of the day: 
And Phillis herfelf, in a Woodbine-alcove, 

Among the fweet violets, lay. 

A youngLambkin, it feems, had been Holen from itsDam^ 

(Twixt Cupid and Hymen a Plot) 
That Corydon might, as he fearch'd for his Lamb, 

Arrive at the critical fpot. 

* 

As tliro' the green hedge for his Lambkin he peeps, 
He faw the Fair Nymph with furprize: 
Ye Gods ! if fo kslling (he cry'd) while She lleeps, 
I'm loft if She opens her eyes ; 






** To tarry much longer would hazard my heartj 
" I'll homeward my Lambkin to trace." 

But in vain, honeft Gorydon, ftrove to depart. 
For Love held him ftft to the place. 

*' Ceafe, ceafe, pretty Birds ! what a chirping you keep, 
•* I think you re too loud, on the fpray^ 

^ Don't you fee, foolilli Laik, that the Charmer's a-decp? 
^* You'll wake Her, as fure as 'tis day ! 



» »• 



' How 
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" How dares that fond Butterfly touch the fweet Maidf 

" Her cheek he miftakes for the rofe ! 
*' I'd put him to death, if I were not aiFraid 

** My boldnefs would break her repofe." 



Then Phillis look'd up, with a languifliing fmile! 

" Kind Shepherd (flie faid) you nnflake; 
" I laid myfelf down to reft me a-while, 

*' But, truft me, I was, quite a-wake." 

The Shepherd took courage— advan^'d with a bow^ 
He plac'd himfelf down by Her fide; 

And manag'd the matter, I cannot tell how; 
But Yefterday made Her his Bride, 

M. i8 C. Cunningham. 
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F the Raptures you profefs. 
From a dimpled Cheek arife. 
Or the various charms that deck 
Coral Lips, and azure eyes : 
Thy Love and thefe fhall foon decay 
Born on the Wings of Time away. 

But if mental charms cjreate 
Tender thoughts, and fond defires; 
Time will ne'er their power abate 
Time will cherilh virtuous fires; 
And Age (tho' pafiion it deftrby) 
Will crown you ynth each calmer joy. 
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'ET you gone, you will undo mef 
If you love me, don*t purfue me j 
Let that Inclination perifh 
Which I dare no longer cherifh; » - 

At evVy hour, in cvVy place, 
I either fee or form your Face 5 
My Dreams at night are all of YquI 
Such as *till now I never knew : 
Tve fported thus with Young-deiire, 
Never intending to go high^t . 
You found me harmlefsf leave me fo; 
For ivere I not — ^You'd leave me too. ' 
E. 17 C. SEbLEr: 



s 



►TILL to be neat, ftill to be dreft. 
As You were going to a Eeaft 5 
Still to be powder'd, ftili perAun'd: 
Lady, it's to be prefum*d. 
That Arts* hid Caufes ave not found. 
All is not fweet, all \& noCibucid. 

Give me a Look, give me a Facej 

That makes iimplicity a Grace ) 

Robes loofely flowing, hair as free: 

Such fweet negled more taketh jnc. 

Than all th* Adulteries 4s£ Art, 

They ftrike miae Eyw, but not my Qeairt* 

£. 16 C. . ;^ir lainirs^^^ 



Ill 
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,S Celadon 2flKiim/f it cannot be,! . -^-T. 

Or is he fo inconfbuit grown 

To flight my vowsy andisreaklusbvnQ^. .. 
Forbid it Heaven ! no, it cannot bcl 
Then, my good Angel, wliitfaer'is he fled ? 
Tell me— oh ! tell m^foft^ y is he dead? 

Ah! pf^ophetick Sovd fovbeiiril > : 

Left I languifh in defpair 3 

No ! my Heart, when e'er he dies. 

In the pain rauft fyqipath^e : 

Since fny Soul, and lus are one» 

He cannot; /rw, or die, aloQe. 
Florella, forbear to diftruflj, or repinCi 
Since bis Love, and his Sufferings are equal with Thine! 
And when he return^ if ev<jr ^gaiij^ 
We'll laugh away.ibrrow, and Xi&aw'ay, pain. 

PrhteJ 16J3. 
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AITH, Hope, and Love, were que(lion*d what 
they thought, 
Of Future-Blifs ! by pure Religion taught? 
Now Faith hellevd it firmly to be true ; 
And Hope exped^ed fo to find it too : 
Love, fmiling, anfwer'd with a confcious glow \ 
BcRevf'^Exf^^^^l know it to be fo. 
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^V£ is alSicknefs full of woes. 
All remedies refuting : 
A pbnt that with mod cutting grows, 
Moft barren with befl ufing. 

Why ib? 
If we enjoy it, foon it dies, 
If not enjoy*d> it iighing cries, 
Hey-ho I 

Love is a Torment df the Mind, 

A Terapeft everlafting j 
And Heav*n has made it of a kind. 
Not well, not full nor failing. 

Why fo ? 
If we enjoy it, foon it dies. 
If not enjoy*d» it tighing cries, ' 
Hey-ho ! 

2623. S. Oaktjsll. 
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AS it a dream ? or did I hear ? 
The Goddefs at whofe feet I lye. 
With moft tranfporting words declare. 
She would not have Her Lover die. 

If a kind Thought my Life to fare. 
Can gain admittance to your Breaft, 

Improve it for your faithful Slave, 
And make me, more than Angels, Ueft. 

You cannot tbi?ikf nor can Iffeak^ 

What agonies in doubt arifc 5 
Unlefs You mean my Heart to break. 

Show me more Favour in your Eyes. 

Under fufpence I cannot live, 

In pity let me know my Fate: 
If Lvue for Lwe You will not give, 

Be kind, and kill me with Your Hate. 

Fenton^s, Oxford and Cambridge, 
MtfccUany Poems, Zvo. 
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R' YTHEE teizc inenolonger,dear troubleforaeFricnd^ 
On a fubjeft which wants not advicej 
You may make me unhappy, but never can mend 
Thofe ills I have learnt to defpife. 

You fay I'm dependant; what then? — if I make 

That Dependence quite eafy to me : 
Say why fhould You envy my lucky miftake. 

Or why fhould I wifh to be free ? 

Many Men of lefs worth, you, partially, cry. 

To fplendour and opulence foar; ' 

Suppofe I allow it—|-yet, pray Sir, am I 

Lefs happy, becaufe they are more \ ,..,.. 

! ne'er may my pride or ray folly reflect . 
On the Favorites whom Fortune has made, : 

Regardlefs of ThouCands who pine with negle^. - 
In peniive Obfcurity's Ihade. 

With whom when comparing the merit I boaft* 
Tho' rais'd by indulgence to Fame, 

1 fink in confulion bewilder'd and loft, 
And wonder I am what I am ! 

And 
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And what are thefe wonders, thefe bleflings refirfd 
Which fplendour and opulence ihower ? ' " 

The health of the body, and peace of the mind; 
Are thirigs which are out of their power. ' 

To contentment's calm funfhine, the lot of the Few ? 

Can infolent greatnefs pretend ? 
Or can it beflow, what t boafl of in Yoii ! 

That bleffin^ of bleflings, a Friend. "' 

Where elfe is the bofom untainted, by art, 

The Judgement fo modefl and ftay'd. 
That union fo rare of the bead and the heart, 

Which fixes the Friend it has made ? 



• « • 



M. i8 C. W. WkiteheXd. 
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lliNCHANTED by Your Voice and I^ace, 
In pieafing dreams I fainting lyt : 

I bleed, fair Nymph; I bleed apace. 
And oh ! I languifh ! oh ! I die ! 

Sing, Fair Nymph, and let Your Eyes 
Upon Your proftrate Slave be fhed. 

All Angel's Face, and AngeFs Voice, 
Whene'er they pleafe, can raife the Deai 

Fenton's, Oxford and Cambridge, 
Mifccilany Poems, %vo. 

Ha 
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.N Age in htr dear prefence paily 
Woold feem. a Winter** day ! , 
Where Life and Light vrkh. envious hafle^. 
Are torn and fnatch'd away. • 

But, oh ! how flowly minutes roll, 

When abfent from Her Eyes ! 
That feed my Love — alas ! my Soul f 

It languHhed ^nd dies. 

For then no more a Soul but fhade, 

It mournfully does move j 
And haunts ipy; breaH, by abfence made 

The living-tomb of Love. 

You wifer Men defpife me not; 

Whofe Love-iick Fancy raves, 
On fliades of Souls, and Heav'n knows wbati 

Short Ages paft in Graves, 

Whene'er thofe wounding Eyes, fo full 
Of fweetnefs, you did fee; 

r 

Had you not been profoundly dull. 
You had gone mad like me. 



Nor 
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Nor cenfurc us. You who perceive 

My beft belov*d and me. 
Sigh and lament, complain and grieve. 

Nor think we difagree. 

Alas ! 'tis facred Jealoufy, 

Love raised to an Extreme ; 
The only proof *twixt them and me. 

We love and do not dream. . 

Fantaftic Fancies fondly move. 

And, in frail Joys, believe; 
Taking Ja/fe Pleafure for tme Love : 

But Pain can ne*er deceive. 

Kind jealous Doubts, tormenting Fears, 

And anxious Cares, when pali -, 

Prove our Hearts-Treafure fixt and dear ; 

And make us blefl at lafl. 

« 
M. 17 C. Rochester. 



yALUE con£il8 iia temper of the Mind, 
In Judgement right, and RefoKitixin ilnong. 
Ends braiFe and good, thinJdng nor Mng wrong, 
Confulting Trtab and Goodnefs more than Will-, 
Knowing and daring all but bafe and iH, 

Forreft Pnmifcvous, Ffilio, x6jo. 

H3 
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X HERE fighs not on the Plain, 

So loft a Swain as I ; 
Scorch'd up with Love, froz n with difdain 
Of killing Sweetnefs I complain, 

I, for Corrinna, die ! 

Since firft my d^sded Eyes were thrown 

On that bewitching Faccj 
Like ruin'd Birds robb'd of their Young, 
Lamenting, frighted, aud undone, 

I fly from Place to Place. 

Fram'd by fome Cruel -Powers above. 

So nice She is, and fair j 
None from undoing can remove, 
Since all who are not hlindy muft love ! 
Who are not vain, defpair, 
1674. Rochester. 



X O Reafon, ye Fair-Ones, afTert your pretence. 
Nor hearken to Language beneath Common-fenfe ; 
When Angels Men call You, and Homage wou'd pay; 
If You credit the Tale— You're as faulty as They. 

Prefer You the dilates of Virtue to Sound j 
True-blefliings can ne'er without Goodnefs be found : 
Leave Folly and Fafhion, Mifguiders of Youth ! 
And ftick to their Oppoiitesr— Friendftiip and Tnith. 
8t/o. London, 1762. MozEEif. 
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Then fiU'd with all which four difdain 

To difappointed Vice can add j 
Tir'd of hirafelf, Man flys from Man, 

And hates the World he made fo bad. 

M. l8 C. W- WaiTBHEAO. 



PrYTHEE tell me, faithUJs Sivahiy 
Why Jhoti d you fuch pqjffion feign, 

On purpofe to deceive me? 
So foon as I to love began. 

Then you began to ha*ve me. 



CeVmda, hldivnt yourfeJf, or Fate, 
Kindnefs has its certain date. 

E'er we the Joys had tailed, 
Youy fooliihly, with feigned hate. 

Love's kind hours have wafted. 

Then weep no more, nor figh in vain. 
But lay your Baits to catch again, 

A lefs difcerning Lover 3 
For know, a Slave who's broke his chain 

You never can recover. 

ImdoHy 1709. 8^0. 



; 
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LOVD proclaim! the B/aclbiriTs mt, 
Jiigid JVinier's changd his Coat ; 
TheThruJb, ibeLinnety Finch and Dwe, 
On budding fpmys tenezu their Z/fve. 
Siveet Philomel begins tojlng, 
And every Ffy on gilded iving. 
Hails the bright Sun, gnd each uf braid 
Thee, too refers' d, hard-hearted. Maid! 



The Birds from whom your Proofs you ti 
Love, I grant — but ne'er forfake ; 
Poor Philomela's plaintive cry. 
Sears Record of Man's perfidy! 
Your painted Flies of various hue, 
1 Are wavering fpotted Types of You ? 
And Echo, loudly as She can. 
Sobs horrid Tales of cruel Maq. 



With -worfe than Steel, ah! do miftrihe 

A Heart, to ethers mojl unlike ; 

Sy rules of art J ne'er cou'd ivao; 

Ifo Nymfh e'er heard Bty tunvi, but You. 

Believe, by this extorted Tear— 

Ah me I— You imnv nry Satdjincere. 
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^ fncrmRanf, w SI»ip-mocking Gale. 
Fanwflic lu a Kiiry-Talc; 
I Itsvc ftlll cOecni'd the idle breath, 
Tti.it wliin'd f.iit ilaggcri, darii and lAa/ii 
Mc, Cosco[nl)< ever did ot]l;iu)i 
One canniit nuke a Fool, a l^riend ; 
Ti* lYudcnc-e tikes tliy lioiieft Part ; 
I, lo ihy Virluii, yield my Heart. 



L. VV HEN Wit and charming Beauty meet, 
To form an excellence divine, 
I own the Ccin(|i:eCi is compleat. 
And wiih a willing Joy my Hpart rcfiirn : 
What I'i«j1 fij mad to liupe for Libc/ty, 
When chains like Ynuri can make us more than free, 

"I'is trnp, Eugenia, your fair Eyef, 

Had gain'd the Con<|ueft long before; 
They inacli- my Heart Yuur licauty'i prize, 
}tut now Ymir tongue hai added fomcthing morcf. 
Myfelf Your Slave by double furce I find. 
You &rft attack'd my ['aflinni, now ipy M>Dd> 

J'eKTOMs Oxford and Cambridge, 
Mifctllary Pbttrii, %ve. 
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Mutual Symptoms. 

Ah! Who, in all thofe happy Plains* 

With Colin can compare j 
A Youth, belov'd by all the Swains, 

Admir'd by all the Fair. 

I think he's free from artful wiles, 

For oft with tearful eye, 
He fondly looks at Me and fmiles. 

He does I I know not why I 

He prcfs'd my hand, I blufh'd and (igh'd» 

Yet hope he did not fee 5 
And then to ffcak he vainly tried. 

But gently figh'd like Me. 

Methinks this wary bread (hould know. 

If Colin feign'd the Sigh ; 
Yet when he's nam'd, It flutters fo ! 

It does, I know not why ! 

Say, gentle God! whofe mighty laws 
Pi^vail o'er Njrmph and Swain, 

O fhew my heart the fecret caufe, 
Of Colin*s tender pain. 



■ »• 
1 ■■ 



Sajr 



125 

Say, rather, why this heart entreats. 
The caufe of Colin's woe -, 

And why it flutters, why it beats : 
Alas! too-well I ^«oii; / 

CoUeHim of Songs, Jet to Mufick, hy 
Mr. PiXELL, Birmivgham, \to. 



VTO, feeble Tyrant, and, in vain. 
Thy fancy*d Conqueft boaft \ 

The Slave, who once has felt the Chain, 
Enjoys his freedom moft. 

Go on I exert thy harmlefs hate. 
Thy frowns and cold difdain \ 

Since real pleafure they create. 
To find 'em fpent in vain. 

The Sailor thus, from danger free. 

On the fecurer Shoar, 
Looks back, and hugs himfelf, to fie, 

Tofee the Storm h&feh before. 

Playford*s Catches, 



t I 
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OUNG Dorilas, an artlefs Swain, 
And Daphne, Pride of Weftern Plain ; 

Their Flocks together drove: 
With mutual joy, each morn they meet. 
At Mid-day feek the fame retreat 

And fhelter in one grove : 
At Eve they haunt the felf-fame walk. 
Together innocently talk. 

But not a word of Love. 

Hence mutual Friendihip firmly grew. 
Till Heart to Heart fpontaneous flew. 

Like Bill to Bill of Dove : 
Both feel the flame which both conceal. 
Both wilh the other wou'd reveal. 

Yet Neither fpeaks of Love." 

Gay Youth fat blooming on his Face, 
And She too flione with ev'ry Grace, 

Yet neither thought of Love 
She dwelt with rapture on h\sfcnfe, 
He doated on Her Innocence, 

Thus Each did Each approve 5 
Each vow*d, whilft each the vow obferv'd, 
The Nymph was true, the Swain ne'er fvverv'd. 

Then ev'ry word was Love. 

CoIIe^ion of Songs, Jet to Mujick hy 
Mr. PiXELL; Birmingham^ A^o, 
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AIREST Thing ! that Ihines belo\t 
Why? in this robe, do' ft Thou appear ? 
Would*ft Thou a ivbite moft perfect Ihew, 
Thou muft at all no garment wear : 
Thou wilt feem nmch whiter fo. 
Than Winter when 'tis clad \iith fnow. 

'Tis not the Muflin fhews fo fair. 

Her ikin fhines thro' and makes it bright : 

So Clouds, themfelvesf, like Suns appear. 

When the Sun pierces them with Light; 

So, Lillies in a Glafs enclofe. 

The Glafs will feem as white as Thofe. 

Such Robes the Saints departed wear. 
Woven all with Light divine.; 
Such their exalted Bodies are. 
And with fuch full glory ihine. 
But They regard not Mortal's pain.; 
Men frayy I fear, to loth in vain. 

Yet feeing Thee fo gently pure. 

My hopes will needs continue flill; 

Thou would'ft not take this Garmeat fure. 

When an intent Thou had'ft to hilL 

Of Fcace 2iW^ yielding who would doubt. 

When the White-Flag Ke fees hung out ? 

M. 17 C. C0WLB\ 
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HAT means this flrangeners now of late. 
Since Time doth Truth approve I 
Tho* diftance may coniiii: with State, 
It cannot (land with Love. 

'Tis either cunning, or diftruft. 

That doth fuch ways allow ; 
The firft is bafe; the laft unjuft; 

Let neither blemifh You, 

If you intend to draw me on. 

You over-a6t your part ', 
Or if it be, to have me gone. 

You need not half this art. 

Speak but the word, or do but call 

A Look that feems to frown, 
rU give Thee all the Love that's pafl/ 

The reft fhall be my own. 

£. 17 or B. 18 C. Christ. Bullock. 
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OFT pleafing pains^ unknown before, 
My beating bofom feels, 
When I behold the blefsful Bow'r 
Where lovely Delia dwells. 

Sometime at Midnight do I ftray, 

Beneath inclement Skies, 
And there my true devotion pay 

To Delia's fleep-feaFd eyes. 

So pious Pilgrims nightly roam. 

With tedious travel faint. 
To kifs, alone, the clay-cold tomb 

Of fome lov'd fav 'rite Saint. 

O fay, ye Shades that fold my Fair I 

And all my Blifs contain. 
Ah ! why fhould you thofe bleffings ihare. 

For which I figh in vain. 

But, let me not at Fate repine I 

And thus my grief impart; 
She's not your Tenant — She is /»i«^/ 

Her Manjion is my Heart, 

Vocal Musxck, VoL i. 1772. 



199 



I 



F You, by aU, would be htWi, 
By bad Men fear'd, by good ap|>fov'()>. 

And live exempt from blame ',, 
Vile Envy's fummons. difoboy, 
That unrelenting Bird-of-Prcy 

Which lives on blafted-fam& / 



Xo other's merit be not M^vA^ 

In manners, perfon, birth or mind> 

Thus You, admiring, ipay 
AiTume (a worthy, decent pride, 
To candour, taft^, and fenfe allied) 

That compliment You pay. 



He who dill labonrs att he can, 
To leave the common herd of Men^ 

By promptneiis to obHgcj 
Him, nor Detradion's poifonM darts> 
Malice, with all her helliih arts, 

Nor want, fhall oer kteiiege. 

Original "Poems y i2mQ. ST£VEtf*0!f. 

London f 1765. 
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With a Pockbt-Booi;:. 

VTO, little Bookx renewed by me, 

And to thy Matter tell. 
That, for my pains beftow*d on thee, 

I hope He'll ufe thee well. 

This further I would have thee fay, 

Tho' He may merit lefs; 
I, as his Friendy will ever pray. 

And wifh him all fuccef^. 

Miss 

YES, little Book, by Her rencwM, 

Thou fhalt be treated wellj 
O ! wcrt Thou but with fpeech endu'd> 

And could the Charmer tell. 

That I accept Her as my Friend, 

With fond intent to prove, 
Friend/hip with Women, in the end 

Is Sitter hut to Love. 

Original Poems, l2mo. StevensoK. 

London, 1765. 

l2 



132 



H, 



.OW cafy was Colin, how blithe, and how gay ( 
Ere he met the fair Chloris, how fprightly his Lay ! 
So graceful Her Form! fo accomplifh'd Her Mindf 
Sure Pity, he thought, with fach charms mull be joined. 

Whenever She danc'd, or whenever She fung. 
How jail was Her Motion ! how fweet was Her Tongue ? 
And when Colin told Her, his paHionate flame. 
She allowed him to fanfy Her Heart felt the fame. 

With ardour he prefs'd Her to think him fincere, 
But> alasl She redoubled each hope and each fear> 
She would not deny him. She would not approve. 
And She neither refused him, nor gave him Her Love. 

Now chear*d by complacence, now froze by difdaio. 
He languilh'd for freedom, but languilbVi in vain : 
Till Thyrlis, who pity'd fo helplefs a Slave, 
£as*d his heart of its pain> by the Counfel he gave. 

Forfake Her, faid he, and reje6t Her a-while; 
If She loves You, She foon will return witha-finilej 
You can judge of Her Paflion, by Abfence alone. 
And by Abfence will conquer Her Heart oxyottroum. 

This 
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This advice he purfu'd ; but the remedy prov'd * 

Too fatal, alas ! to the Fair-One he lov'd j 
It curd Ms ou^paffion, and left Her, in vain 
^ To figh for a heart, She could never regaih. 

Bfiti/b Songs, facred to Love and Virtue, Ed'mburgb, 1 7^6. 
Publifhed by Sir David Balrymfk, Bart. 
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O Thee, O gentle Sleep ! alone 
ly owing all our Peace ! 
By Thee, our Joys are heightened fliewn. 
By Thee, our Sorrows ceafe ! 

The Nymph, whofe hand, by fraud or force. 

Some Tyrant has poflefs'd 5 
By Thee, obtaining a Divorce, 

In Her own choice is bleft. 

To grafp the pleaiing Form!; She fought j 
That motion chas'd her Sleep. — 

Thus often by ourfihes are wrought 
The Griefs for which we weep. 

Vocal Musick, Voh 3. i??^- 
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WEETEST Love ! I do not gc^ 
For wearinefs of Thee, 
Nor in hope the World can fhcw 
A fitter Love for mej 



But fince that I 
Maft die at laft, 'tis beft. 
To ufe myfelf in jeft 

Thus by feign'd deaths to die. 



Let not thy divining Heart 
Forethink me any ill I 

Deftiny may take thy part. 
And all thy fears fulfill ! 



But think that we 
Are but turn*d'a-fide to fleepj 
They who one another keep 

Alive, nc*er parted fee. 

]?. J7 C. Donke. 
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Death-Song o^ tHtt CttjaROKEB IkdIan, 

1 HE Sub fels iri niglit, and t!ie §llafi 'Mti^^ A&7, 
But Glory remains when their Ligh'ts laSfe ^ayj 
Begin; ye Tormentors, your Threats are in vain, 
For the Son of Alklidkitook ^lill titfvtr oomplaHik " 



Remember the AfroWs h^ fhdt frofft Wfr Btr^i 
Remember your Chiefs by his Hatchet laid lowj 
Why fo flow? do You wait 'dM I ftirinkfrom th' |)fin 
No—the Son of Alknomook will i^eyer :CqEaflsLia* 



Remember the Wood where in ambufh we lay. 
And the Scalps that we bore from your Nation away^ 
Now the Flame rifes fafl — You (^xult in my pain,. 
But the Son of Alkaomook can never complaib. 



f ^ i i jt 



I go to the Land where my Father is gone : 
How He will rejoice in the fame of his ^6tt ! 
Death comes, like a t^riend, to relieve Hit ifrdtti pain 
But thy Son, O Alkhoihookl icorns to ibtfipfeitt. ' 



E. 18 a 
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HE fragrant Uly-af-tbe-Vah, 
So elegantly fair, 
/Wbpfe fweets perfume each fanning gale. 
To Chloe I compare. 

What tho' on Earth it lowly grows 

And ftrives its head to hide 5 
Its fweetnefs far out-vies the Rofe 

That flaunts with fo much pride. 

The coftly Ttdtp owes its hues 

To many a gaudy ftainj 
In Tbisy we view the virgin-white 

Of Innocence remain. 

* See! how the curious Flortft's hand 
Uprears its humble head; 
And to preferve the charming Flowr, 
Tranfplants it to his bed. 

There while it fheds its fweets around^ 
How ihines each modeft grace 1 

Enraptur'd how its Owner flands. 
To view its lovely face I 



But 
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But pray, my Chloe, npw obferve 
The inference of my tale, 

May I the Florift be, nnd Thou 
My Lily-of-tbe-Vah f 

Vqcal.Mu^ick, Vol. 2. 1772. 
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EASON, thou vain Impertinence, 

Deluding Hypocrite begone; 

Go then and plague your meri of Senfe, 

But let my Love and me alone. 

At bed, thou'rt but a glimmering Light, 

Which ferves not to dire6t our way. 
But like the Moon, confounds our fight. 

And only ihews it is not day. 

The Fool's the happieft of Mankind, 

Whom, Tyrant, thou do*ft ne'er controul. 

No care difturbs his thoughtlefs Mind, 

Like Night, there's reft and darknefs in his Soul. 

Anth. Stephens. Mifcellany Poems, by Oxford Hands, 
Juipiidon 8vo. 1685, 
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.ISTAKEN Mortals, who in lufcious Wine, 
And feftive Songs of riot mirth> rejoicej 
Still run your courfe : This joy alone be mine, 
Sv/^eet Nymph, to fit by Thee and hear thy Vxnci^. 

In Song-melodious foftly pour 

Out Love's fweet pleafingpainj 
Clofe in the Shade of fragrant Bower, 

Kind Cupid melting every hour 
In balmy-Kifles : while fome Antique Tower 

Echoes Hill back each melting flrain. 

To Thee, fair Maid, my earlieft Mufe fhall fing, 
Unfullied with the breath of other praife, 

Rich with the dear lov'd name my verfe Ihall ring : 
No name, but Thine, fhall live in thefe fond lays. 

r 

Blefl with the ftireft Form> the pureft Mind, 

Unfpotted or by Vanity or art $ 
Like as Thou rt fair and good, be alfo kind ! 

Left treach'rous Love play falfe, and break my Heart. 

]p. i8 C. John Browh, 
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INTER, thy cruelty extend, 
Till fatal Tempefts fwell the Sea j 
In vain let finking Sailofs ptay> 

Beneath this Yoke let Nature bend> 
Let piercing Froft, and lading SnoW> 
Thro' Woods and Fields deftrudion fow. 



Yet we unmov'd will lit and ftoile 
While You thefe lelfer ills create; 
Thefe we can bear; but gentle Fate ! 

And Thou, blefs'd Genius of our Ille ! 
From Winter's rage defend her Voice, 
At which the lift'ning Gods rejoice. 



May that Celeftial Sound, each day, 
With extacy tranfport our Souls ; 
While all our Paffions it cohtrouls. 

And kindly drives our cafes aviraj^. 
Let no ungentle Cold deflroy; 
All tafte we have of Heav'niy Joy. 

M. 17 C. RbScoitfMpj?^ 
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The Wife's Invocation* 

IN O Joy or Grief can in this Life, 

More fweet, or bitter be. 
Than, when the Hulband and the Wife, 

Shall well, or ill, agree. 

Where they ihall rightly fympathife, 
The deareft Friendfhip grows j 

But, if, betwixt them, ftrife arife 
They prove the greatell Foes. 

Lord reftify our hearts therefore, 

And fanftify them fo. 
That to each other, more and more, 
. Endeared we niay grow : 

Until our frail imperfpd Love 

By fleps upraifed be. 
From things below, to things, above. 

And perfe6ted in Thee. 

Betwixt us let no jarrs be found. 

Or breach of faith be fear'd ; 
Within our walks, let not the found 

Of bitter words be heard. 



Preferv© 
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Prefenre me from thofe peeviih tricks. 

Which merit Scorn or Hatej 
From all those Humours of my Sex, 

Which Wife-men's Love abate. 

Let this in mind be always had. 

My Hulband to prefer, 
The Woman for the Man was made. 

And not the Man for Her, 

And that my heart may not defpife 

His pleafure to fulfill; 
Let his commands h^juft and ivife, 

Difcreet; and Loving, flill. 
M. 17 C George Wither. 
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O, bid the Needle his dear North forfake. 
To which with trembling rev'rence it does bend > 
Go, bid the Stones a journey upward make > 

Go, bid th' ambitious Flame no more afcend ; 
And when thefe, falfe to their oivn Nature prove f 
Then fliall I ceafe Thee, Thee alone, to love! 

The faft-link'd Chain of everlafting Fate 

Does nothing tye more flrong, than me to Yow, 

yiy fixed Love hangs not on Your Love or Hate j 
But will be flill the fame, whate'er You do. 

You cannot ki//rny Love with Your Difdain, 

Wound it You may, and make it live in pain, « 
M. 17 C. Cowley. 
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JL HANKS, Chloe, thy coquetting Art 
At length hath heal'd my love-fick heart. 

At length Thy Slave is free : 
I feel no Tyrant's proud controul ! 
I feel no Inmate in my Soul 

But Peace and Liberty. 

Put on thy Looks of cold difdain. 
Or fpeak refpeftful, 'tis in vain. 

Nor Frowns por Smiles can move, 
Thofe Lips no more have words to bind> 
Thofe Eyes no more have light to find 

The Path that leads to Love. 

But ftill I hear You, fmiling, fay 

*' 'Tis iign YovVe flufng your chains away, 

" You take fuch pains to ihew 'em" 
Why, Chloe, there's a fond delight 
Our former dangers to recite. 

And let our Neighbours know 'em. 

After the thunder of the Wars, 
The VetVan thus difplays his Scars, 

And tells You of his Pains -, 
The Galley-Slave, enflav'd no more, 
• Shews You the Shackles which he wore> 

And where their mark remains. 



For 
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For me, I quit a fickle Fair ; 
Chloe, has loA a heart fincere ; 

Who firft fhould fing Te-Deum? 
You'll never find fo true a Swain: 
But Women full as falfe and vain. 

By dozens One may fee *eni. 

M. l8 C. KlCHA&D W«ST. 
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IS true, IVe lov'd already three or four. 
And fhall, three or four hundred, noore j 
rU love each Fair-One that I fee. 
Till I find One, at laft, that fhall love ine. 

The Needle tremble* fo, and turns about. 
Till It the Northern Pomi find out : 
But condant then and fixt does prove, 

Fixt, that his dearefl Pole as fooa may mon/e. 

Variety I a(k not; give me One 

To live perpetually upon. 

The Perfon Love does to us fit 
Like Manna, has the Tqfie of all in it. 

M. 17 C. Cowx^r. 
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fO full of courtly reverence, 

So full of formal fair refpe6t, 
Carries a pretty double fenfe, 

Little more pleafing, than Negled ; 
It is not friendly, 'tis not free. 

It holds a diflance half unkind : 
Such diflance, between You and me. 

May fuit with Yours, not with my Mind. 
Oblige me in a more obliging way. 
Or know, fuch over-ad:ing fpoils the Play. 

Forreji Promifcuous, fo, 1650. 



JL F my divining Soul, and all the art 
Love's School hath yielded me, foretell me true, 

I may poffefs a parcel of your heart. 
And, as I love, be lov'd again by You. 

If fondly I prefume, and over-ween. 

And all my arguments falacious prove, 
pardon the Error, that fo oft is feen. 

Of a felf-flattery, in Defire and Love. 

But if my Wit my true- In former be. 

And Your*s with Sophiftry doth not abufe. 
You may be lov'd and honoured fo by me. 
As trueft and moft zealous Lovers ufe. 

If now. You ihow Difdain, my Hopes are drown'd ; 
If linile, with higheft fortunes they are crown'd. 

Forrefi Promifcuous, fo. 1650 
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1 AKE heed, fair CeHa, htiitymjligbtt 

The Youib that courts You now 3 
For, tbo frejb Charms ^ like dawning Light ^ 

Still fiourifb on your brow, 
Yet fair ejl Days mujl know a Nighty 
And foy aids ! mnft Thou : 
In vain, in i>ain. 
You II then complain^ 
In fv am your Scorn and Cruelty bemoan) 
For none can prove 
So dull, to hue 
When Age approaches, or when Beauty's gone, 

Cerfe, fotid Atilyhtor ccafe your fuit. 

For 'tis but urg'd in vain j 
Who fows? where he can reap no fruit, 

But Anguifh and Difdain, 

Your whining paffion J defpife. 

And hearken to't, no more 
Than the deaf-wind to Seamen's cnes> 

When loud the Billows roar : 

For, if, when Youth and Beauty's gone, 

I muft be fcom'd by men, 
I'll now revenge, ere Age comes on. 

My perfecution then. 

E. 17 C. Gould. 

K 
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OUNG Henry long doated on Mary the fair, 
Whofe heart, of his anguiih, did fecretly ihare. 
But, fearing his paifion would changeable prove. 
She prudently check'd the foft di6tate» of Love. 

The beauties you fancy (the Fair-one would fay) 
Are charms of a moment and doom*d to decay j 
Love founded fo flightly can never prove true. 
The B)5om difappearing, the Pa (Hon dies too. 

O wrong not Your Beauty, reply'd the fond Swain, 
Its lafting inlpreflion will ever remain; 
Tho* Age, like the Winter, may blaft Thy fair prime. 
Yet Virtue, ftill blooming, g^ns vigour by time. 

Thcllrengthof my eyes, with Your charms, will decline. 
Nor gaze at a face that is younger than Thine j 
While this faithful heart, ever true to my vow, 
Preferve Thy dear Image, as bright as 'tis now^ . 

Then banifh, dear Mary, each doubt and each fear. 
That makes fancy'd evils like real appear; 
The fwift flying moments with ardor improve. 
And grant the reward that is due to tnj love. 

Kind 
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Kind Mary, adcnting, bclicv'd the fond Youth, 
Who prov*d that his pallion wa« founded on truth j 
And tho' envious age may her beauty impairi 
Her Virtue and Honour will ever be fair. 

Vocal MrsicK, Vol, a. 177a. 



Jl air Hebe I left with a cautious dc(ign» 

To efcape from HerCharms,and to drowil Love in Wine 5 

! try'd it, but found, when I came to depart, 

The Wine in my head, but iHll Love in my Heart. 

I repaired to my Reafon, entreating her aid. 
Who pausM on my cafe, and each circumftance weighed : 
Then gravely pronounced, in return to my Pray'r i 
That Hibt xvasfatrefi nf aii that wen fair I 

That*i a Truth, replied I, IVe no need to be taught, 
I came for your counfel to tind out a fault \ 
If that's all, fays Reafon, return as Tou came, 
For ta find fault ^utb tiebe would forfeit my name. ^ 

M. tS C. Lord Cantalups. 

K a 
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X H£ minutes, the hoursi the dayi, and the years. 

That fill up the current df Timej 
Neither flowing with hopes> neither ebhuag with fears^ 
Unheeded roll'd on to my Prime. 

In Infancy prattling, in Youth full of play. 

Still pleas'd with whatever was new ; 
I bid the old Cripple fly fwifter away, 

To overtake fome gay trifle in view. 

But when Mary, with fweetnefs and fenfe in her loot, 

Firft taught me the leflbn of love j 
Then I cbunted each ftep the wing'd Ifugitivc took. 

And bade him more leifurely move. 

Stop,. Riin-away, ftopj nor thy Journey purfue. 

For Mary has giv*n me her heart: 
To ^njoy it, thy years will prove man/ too (e^, 

If you make lb much hafte to depart. 

Sti^l, ftill he flies on— rfilf, flifl let hirri fly, ' 

Till he's tired, and panting for breath ; 
My love both his teeth and his fcythtf fhall Atfy — 
Hat can't ev'n be conquered by Death, 

Sriti/h Songs, facred to Love and Virtue, Edinhurgi, 175^- 
Publifhed by Sir D0vid Dalrymfk, Bart, 
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X HESE full i^c hours now have I gazing been* . '. 

What comfort by it can I gain ; 

To look on Heav'n, with mighty gulfs between, 

Was the Gre^t-Mifer s greateft pain ! 
So near was he to Heav*n's delight, 
As, with the blefs'd, converfe he might, 
Yet could not get one drop of water by't. 

Ah 1 Wretch \ I fecm to touch Her now, but, oh I 

What boundlefs fpaces do us part ? 

Fortune, and Friends, and all Earth's iempty fhowl 

My Lownefs ! and Her high Defert I 
But thefe might conquerable prove ! 
Nothing does me fo far remove. 
As Her hard Soul's averliori from my Love. 

So Travellers that Jofe their way by night. 
If from afar they chance t'efpy 
Th' uncertain glim' rings of a taper's light. 
Take flatt'ring hopes, and think it nighj 
Till, wearied with the fruitlefs pain. 
They fit them down and weep in vain. 
And there in darknefs and defpair reipain. 

M. 17 C. Cpw^st. 
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HILE, womb'd in Space, primasval clay, 
A yet unfaihion'd Embryo lay > 
The Source of endlcfs-good above 
Shot down His Jpark of kindJing-Iove! 
Then, Form and Order, o'er the Sky 
Firft train'd their bridal -pomp on high : 
The Sun difplay'd his Orb to fight, 
And burnt with Hymeneal Light. 
Hence Nature's Virgin-womb conceiv'4> 
And with the genial burthen heav'd : 
Within her warm embraces grew, 
A race of endlefs form and hue : 
Nor here alone the Virtue reign'd. 
By matter's cumbring form detain'd > 
But thence, fubliming, and refin'd, 
Afpir'd, and reach'd its kindred-mind. 
Caught in the fond celeflial fire. 
The Mind perceived unknown defire ? 
And now,, with kind efFufion, flow'd 
And now, with cordial ardour glow'd ; 
Beheld the fympathetick Fair, 
And lov'd its own refemblance there ^ 
On all, with circling radiance Ihone, 
But cent'ring, fix'd on One alone; 
There clafp'd the Heav n-appointed Wife, 
And doubl'd every joy of Life. 
The Bridal-Partners thus allied* 
And thus in fweet accordance tied. 



One 
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One Body, Heart, and Spirit live, 

Enrich'd by cv'ry joy they give : 

Like Echo, from her vocal hold, 

Return'd in Mufick twenty-fold ! 

Their Union, firm and nndecay'd. 

Nor Time can ihake, nor Pow'r invade, 

A thoufand Amities unknown ! 

And powVs perceived by Love alone ! 

Endearing Looks, and chafte Defire, 

Fan, and fupport, the mutual fire, 

Whofe flame, perpetual as refin'd, 

Is fed by an immortal Mind, 

M.18 C, Brooke. 
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HE Traveller, if he chance to ftray. 
May turn, uncenfur*d, to his way 5 
Polluted Streams again are pure ; 
And deepeft Wounds admit a cure : 
But, Woman no redemption knpws -, 
The Wounds of Honour never clofc ! 
Pity may paoi^rn; but pot reflorej 
And Woman falls to rife no more I 
" Are there no Offerings to attoue^ 
*' For, but ^fingle error ?" None^ 
Tho' Woman is avow'd, of old. 
No Daughter of Celeflial Mould, 
We challenge from the Mortal -Dame, 
The Strength Angel ick-Natures claim { 
^ay more! for facred flories tell. 
That even immortal Angels fell, 
M. 18 C. K 4 Brooke. 
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OMAN, doubtful Theme, I fmg. 
Dear, delightful, dang'rous Thing ! 
Magic Source of all our Joy. — 
Tempting, trifling, tinfeFd Toy. 
Ev*ry faculty poflfeffing 
That conftitute a curfe, or blefling : 
Witty, empty, fond, capricious. 
Pious fometime, often vicious. 
As Angels handfome. Devils proud 5 
Modefl, pert, fubmiffive, loud: 
The moft ambiguous Work of Heav'n, 
To chear us, and torment us, given. 
Without Them, what, ye Gods, is Life? 
And with Them — ^what but care ^nd Strife. 
E. 18 C. 
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ORSHAME \ Woman is the Creature, 
Whofe proportion with our nature 
Beft agrees ; and whofe perfections. 
Sympathize with our Affedions : 
And not only find our fenfes, 
Pleafure in their excellencies; 
But our Reafon alfo knows 
Sweetnefs in Them, that outgoes 
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Human Wit to comprehend, 

Muoh more, truly to commend. 

In Them, Confiancys the purcft 

Of ajl beauties, and the fureft : 

For, whoe'er doth that poffefs. 

Hath an endlefs lovelinefs ! 

All Affliftions, Labours, CroiTes, 

All our Dangers, Wounds and Lofles, 

Games of Pleafure we can make, 

For that matchlefs Woman's fake 

In whofe breaft that Virtue bideth; 

And we joy whatever hetideth. 

Mofl dejedted Hearts it gla4detji. 

Twenty thoufand glories addeth. 

Unto Beauty's brighteft Ray ! 

And preferves it from decay. 

Tis the Salt that's made to feafon. 

Beauty for the ufe of Reafon. 

'Tis the Vernilh and the oyling, 

Keeps her Colours frefh from fpoiling. 

Tis an excellence, whereby 

Age, tho' join'd with Poverty, 

Hath more dear AfFediou won. 

Than frefli Youth, and wealth have done. 

Tis a lovelinefs, endearing 

Beauties, fcarce worth note, appearing: 

Whilft a fairer fickle Dame, 

Nothing gains but fcorn and fhame, 

B. 17 C. G. WlTHEE. 
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v^H ! gentle Mai4i the tender thrill of thought 
Is now implor'd, the forrow-humid eye j 

The melting heart with fweet fenfations fraught* 
The foften'd afped, and the heaving iigh. 

So fine a fwell of fentimcntnl grief, 

So foft a touch of fympathetic woe, 
That feek no vulgar impotent relief j 

Virtue alone can boall^ or Mary {how. 

When Pity moves the trembling (Irings of Lifp, 
The quicken d Heprt feels exquifite all o'er; 

Feels no rude pafllonsi in unfriendly ftrifc, 
But Pleafurc, mix'd with fadnefs, pleafc the more. 

To pity Worth, is to eftecm it too, 

Efteem, in others, is, ourfelves, to claim; 

Pity is Merit's immemorial due, 
Thus, then, felf-praife and pity arc the fame. 

No Heart can Pity's prompt emotions feel, 
But that, once moulded by Love's gentle hand; 

The unrelenting Heart's feuc'd round with Heel, 
Pcncath no fecial Paflion's mild command. 

Who 
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Who pities, then, a nice-forroed Tafle declares, ' 

All that is fair or lovely to admire; 
A bias foft to Friendship's tender cares. 

And all the fweets of elegant dejire. 

Alas ! fuch is the dread decree below. 

The brighteft worth oft-times feems mo(l opprefl> 
That vain, fhort-fighted. Mortals, hence, might know. 

Life is not, bcr reward, but Virtue's tefi. 

Nature, to man the daring foul aflign'd, 
At hut his Maker s dread rebuke to ftart ' , 

But, of materials foften'd and refin'd, 
To tender feeling's form'd the female heart. 

Original Pocnfs, i2mo. Stevensoh. 

London, i']6^. 
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HILLIS, in your abfence, I 
Sad and thoughtful fpend the day; 
But, fo foon as You are nigh, 
Joy tranfports me, and I'm gay. 
Something for You ftill I find. 
So fubmifl5ve and fo kind, 

That I know not what 'twill prove : 
But a rafh afpiring Swain, 
Wbom Rcfpe6t did not reftrain, 
Would already call it Love, 

Playford's Choice Ayres, 1683. B. 4. P.62^ 
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.H! whither, whither fliall I fly ? 

A poor unhappy AJaidj 
To hopelefs Love and Mifery 

By my own Heart betray*d ! 
Not by Alexis Eyes undone, 
Kor by hit charming faithlefs Tongue, 

Or any pradis'd art i 
Such real ills may hope a cure, 
But the fad pains which I endure^ 

Proceed from Fancy's fmart. 

*Twas Fancy gave Alexis charms. 

Ere I beheld his Face 
Kind Fancy (then) could fold our Arms, 

And form a foft Embrace. 
But fince I've feen the real Swain, 
And try'd to fancy him again 1 

I'm by my Fancy taught, 
Tho' 'tis a Blifs, no Tongue can tell. 
To have Alexis, yet, 'tis Hell 

To have Him — but in Thought f 

Ikcognita, a Novel, 1691. 
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HY facred Sweats, Conntibidl-Lov«, 
Flow from afFcdions much rttiTi'd j 
AfFedions (fource of blifs above !) 
Mutual, conftant, warm and kind. 

Hail holy Flame! hall faCWd tye! 

That binds two gentle SoUh in oliU ! 
On equal wings their troubles fty, 

In equal dreams theif pledfur(!d ntn i 

Thefe pleafures from thftlf duties floW; 

Hence Joys in fwift fuccjeflldh Cbittfc t 
Each day they more eftamdUt^d gtof^j 

And have no wiih, — beyond theit B(wU. 

Happy the Youth ^ho finds a fiHde, 
In fprightly days of Health and fiaft i 

Whofe temper to his own allied. 
No knowledge fecks— but hoW id pleafe. 

A thoufand fweels theif dayd attetid ! 

A thoufand comforts rife afonnd ! 
Here Hulband, Pafeflt, Wife atid Fflettd, 

In every dearell fenfe, t^fOtJnd. 

tvANs'i Old Ballads, Vol. j. 
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.AIL ! Heav*n-defcended Charity 4 
Thou fource of conflant joy ! 
Our higheft pleafure flows from thee } 
T impart is to enjoy ! 

Nor Pleafures lure, nor idle noife 

Can fatisfy the mind^ 
The Soul afpires to nobler joys, 

To Tranfports more refin'd ! 

Gold in itfelfs a (hining toy \ 

But rightly underflood. 
Conveys the raofl exalted joy, 

The^oTt^V of doing good » 

Beauty may lend the cheek a Rofo 

That haflens to decay j 
But Charity a wreath bellows 

Which ne*er fliall fade away. 

She, lilent Virgin, ihuns the found 

Of popular acclaim ? 
Tainted*s the Gale that wafts around 

The baneful blaft of Fame. 
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To fomc, the dread of cenfure lend:) 

A gleam of borrow 'd ray ; 
The Hand, to Charity, extends. 

The Heart, difowns her fway. 

Specious pretence ! delufive fource I 

How void of true delight ! 
How void of Virtue's genuine force. 

And Reafon's facred light ! 

Tho' ev'n Ingratitude fhould dwell 

In fome ungenVous mind ; 
Shall Charity no more impeU 

To Adions jud and kind } 

She, like the Sun> ferenely bright. 

Maintains a fleady courfe } 
Breaks thro* the Clouds, that veil her light. 

And beams with brighter force. 

Tho* Man forgets, yet God regards. 

The Sympathy benign; 
And with eternal blifs rewards 

The laudable defign. 



From 



i6o 

From Virtue*8 fadly drooping eye 

To wipe the dealing tear ; 
Or foothe the heart that heaves a figh, 

Is Happinefs fincere ! 

Fortune's uncertain Gifts may fall. 

Yet blame not Heav'ti's decree ; 
To Tnelt at Sorrbtu's faCred taic, 

Is Heavenly 'Charity. 

TheDAUGHTER,tfiV<wtf/. I 77j.Maria Susanna Cooper. 
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HO* Love You dare but look ! I find. 
The Eyes fpeak bfift the Lover's mind : 
No Paper could fuch fwfectnefs boaft, 
For half the Spirit Wotild be lofl 
Ere I could read that duller \yay, 
What in a moment Thefe convey. 
Oh ! let thy Eyes with Truth be fraught^ 
Mine ihall repay each modeft Thought. , 
Thus Souls employ • their hours above^ 
Exchanging Looks of deathlefd Love ; 
In Looking wondVous magick lyes^ 
Q\ there \& Poetry in Eyes. 

Hammond's Afrfcfilarty, %vo. 1720. Mrs. Fowke. 
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Morning to jimyntd. 

Jtl AIL, to the Light, the Day and Thee, my Dear! 

Thee, my deluding, am'roiis, midnight-dream ! 
Tho' abfent, to ray Soul Thou*rt always near, 

My Night's Lafi-Tifougbt, and ftill my Mormng-Tbeme, 

As fweet and comforting as breaking t)ay. 
Thy pleafmg Form's now prefent to my view : 

All gloomy Thoughts, like Darknefs, fly away, 
Thou,andthebreakingDay,artcleaf and frefh andnew. 

Birds never lofe the morning, why ihould We 
Wafle in dull Sleep more moments than we ought ? 

Thus ftill I'll rife to meet the Day and Thee, 
So Lovers by the wakeful Birds are taught : 

Are taught to fing and love : Thus We below 
Pradife th' employment of the Blcft above, . 

Divines and Poets join to let us know. 
Their Work and Pleafure is to flng and love. 

£. 17 or B. 18 C. Ant. Hammond. 

Hammond's Mi/cclJany, 8a/o, 1726. 
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ITH toil wc HRppipefs puiiVie^ 
Never po^efs'd, yet ftill in view, 

We tbiok %ht priz^ tQ gain : 
Each g^y (}^)^five, f^eaiure court, 
Ta all Ldf^*» y^Qii^= fcar^es refprt^ 

•fb^ fearQti, «Jl/aA I bow v^iu t 

Tho' on the Wbeei-of-Fortcmc pl^c'd. 
With beauty, hpngiv^ ti.tje jrac'd. 

And Frieod? ^ Quoi.'roua, toin } 
Bqjtriv'd pf be^dtb,. QVT Joys ^e aed>. 
The Heart to each amufement*s dead^ 

While Hope is loft in pain. 

The world's a pilgrimage of Care ; 
Each Man has his alotted fhare. 

For ibme wife-purpofe giv'n : 
To difregard the rubs of Life, 
The taun1» ei'lBnyy, or of 9tri£e, 

Is Wl^^oiii> ^M«> ft-oin Hmv^i^. 

Would Mbkak^ y^htk itopevtlaleye, 
Tfee Work? of Nqiture*s hand defcry. 

This truth they woijld obtain : 
That, Providence, with niceft lki]l> 
Divides the lots of good and ill> 

Of pleafure and of pain. 

Olivia, ox Deferted Bride, 9l Novel. 1787. 
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OWEET Day, fd cod, fo caltft, (b brfgfet, 

The Bridal of tlie Eafth and Sky, 
The Dew fhall weep thy fall td-rtlght. 

For Thou, with all thy fWectb muft did. 

Sweet Rofe, fo fragrant and f6 bfjlvC, 

Dazzling the rafh Beholder's eye ; 
Thy root is ever in its grave. 

And Tboui with all thy fweets, ttitift die. 

• 

Sweet Spring, fo beauteous and fo gay, 

Storehoufe where fweets unnumbered lie. 

Not long thy fading glories flay. 

But Thou, with all thy fweets, muft die. 

Sweet Love alone 1 fweet wadded Love ! 

To Thee no period is affign*dy 
Thy tender joys by Time improve. 

In Death itfelf the mod re&a*d> 

Britj/h Songs, facred to Love and Vkits^* ^iHhtfgh, if^, 
Publifhed by Sir jD*WiI Dahyrrt^Bi Bdifi. 
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'H ! Solitude ! luftruaive Maid I 
Wrap me in thy fequefter'd iliade, 

And all my Soul employ ; 
From Folly, Ignorance and Strife, 
From all the giddy whirls of Life, 

And loud unmeaning joy ! 

Plcafure allures the giddy throng, 
The gay, the vain, the fair, the young. 

All bend before her flirine -, 
She fpreads around delufive fnares, 
The borrowed garb of blifs fhe wears. 

And tempts in form divine. 

Can e*er the Slaves of Faihion's pow'r, 
Enjoy the filent tranquil hour. 

And bloom with Nature's glow ? 
Or, to the Votaries of Senfe, 
Can Solitude her fweets difpenfe, 

And happinefs beftow ? 

How wretched that unfurnifh'd mind, 
Which, to each vain purfuit inclin'd. 

Is ever bent to roam ! 
Oh ! be that reftlefs ftate abhor'd ! 
It ne'er can Happinefs afford. 

She's only found at home I 
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Let choice, not wrinkrd fpleen, engage 
The Mind, to quit the World's gay ftage^ 

Where Folly's fcenes are play'd. 
Sour Dilcontent, and pining Care 
Attaint the fragrance of the Air, 

DLHurb the iilent Ihade. 

Not to the monkifh mofs-grown cell. 
Where Superftition loves to dwell, 

Bleft Solitude retires 5 
They only feel her genuine power 
Whofe converfe in the lonely hour 

Each focial deed iofpires. 

Not wounded by Misfortune's dart 
I feek to eafe the raukling fmart 

Of thorny-feftring woe ; 
But, far remote from crouds and noife. 
To reap fair Virtue*s placid joys 3 

In Wifdom s foil they grow. 

Beneath this leafy-arch reclin*d, 
I tafte more true-content of mind 

Than Frolic mirth can give ; 
Here to the bufy- World unknown, 
J feel each blifsful hour my own. 

And learn the art to live ! 
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While turning Nature's Volume o'er, 
Frcfh Beauties rife unfecn before. 

To ftrike th' aftoniihed Soul I 
Our mental Harmony improves. 
To mark each Planet as it moves. 

How all, in order, roll ! 
From Nature's fix'd, unerring, Laws, 
We're lifted to th' Eternal Cause! 

Which moves the lifelcfs clod 5 
This wond'rous frame 1 this vad deiign I 
J'roclaims the Workmanfhip divine ! 

The Jrchite^, a God I 
Oh ! facred blifs ! Thy paths to trace \ 
And happiell They, of Human Jiac^, 

To whom this pow'r is giv'n. 
Each day, in fome fequefber'd iludcj 
By Contemplation's foflring aid. 

To plume the Soul for Heav'n I 
TheDAUGHTERj^iViwy^. J775. Mar^a Susavka CoofEA. 
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ROM Harmony, from Hearenly Hannony, 

This Univerfal Frame began : 

When Nature underneath a heap 

Ofj^rring atoms lay; 

And could not heave her head. 
The tuneful Voice was heard from high 

" Arife ye more than 4cad." 
Then cold, and hot, and motftf, and dfji^ 
In order to their flations leap^ 

Aa^ Muiic's power obey. 

Fron^ 
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From Hnrniony, from Heavenly Hifmotty 

This univerfal Frame began; • 

From Harmony to Harmony 
Through all the compafs of the notes it ran, 
The diapafon cloiing full, in Man. 

What paflion cannot Muiic raifc and quell ! 
When Jiibal llnick the chorded fhell. 
His liftening Bretheren (lood aronnd. 
And, wondering, on their faces fell 
To worihip that celeflial Sound. 
Lefs than a God ! they thought there could not dtfcH 
Within the hollow of that Shell, 
That fpoke fo fweetly and fo well. 
What pafllon cannot Mufic raife ^nd quell ^ 

The trumpet's lond clangor 

Excites ut to arms, 
With flirill notes of anger 

And mortal alarms. 
The double double double beat 
Of the thundering Drum 
Cries, hark ! the foes coaie. 
Charge, charge, 'tis too late to retreat. 

The foft complaining Flute 
In dying notes difcovers 
The woes of hopelefs Lovers, 
Whofe dirge is whifper'd by the warbling Lutc; 
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Sharp Violio* proclaim 
Their jealous pangs, and defperatiou, 
Fury, frantic indignation. 
Depth of pains, and height of paflfion. 

For the fair, difdainful. Dame. 

But ah ! What art can teach, 

What human Voice can reach. 
The facred Organ's praife ? 
Notes infpiring holy love 
Notes that wing their heavenly ways 
;Tq mend the Choirs above. 

Orpheus could lead the favage racej 
And trees uprooted left their place. 

Sequacious of the Lyre : 
But bright Cecilia! rais'd the wonder higher : 
When to her Organ, vocal breath was given, 
An Angel heard, and flraight appeal d! 

Millaking Earth for Heaven. 

GRAND CHORUS. 

As from the power of facred Lays, 

The Spheres began to move. 
And fung the Great Creator's praife 

To all the blefs'd above j 

So when the lall and dreadful hour 

This crumbling pageant fhall devour, 

The Trumpet fliall be heard on high. 

The Dead fhall live, the Living die, 

AqiS Muiic fhall untune the Sky. 

J687. Dbydin. 
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E Sylvan fceoes with artlefs beauty gay. 

Ye gentle Shades of Wickham, fay. 
What is the charm that, each fucceflive year 

Which fees me with my Lucy here. 

Can thus to my tranfported- heart, 
A fenfe of Joy, unfelt before, impart ? 

Is it glad Summer's balmy breath that blows 

From the fair Jefs'mine, and the bluihing Rofe ? 

Her balmy breath, and all her blooming Here, 

Of rural blifs, was here before : 

No fweeter fragrance now the Gardens yieldj 

Or brighter colours paint th* enameKd Field, 

Is it to Love! thefe new delights I owe? 

Four times has the revolving Surr 

His annual circle thro' the Zodiac run, 

Since all that Love's indulgent prvuer 

On favoured mortals can beflow. 

Was given to me in this aufpicious bower, 

When firft, my Lucy, fweet in Virgiti-charms, 

Was yielded to my longing arms, 

Whence, then, this ftrange Increafe of Joy ? 

He, only he, can tell, who, match'd like mc, 

(1{ fuch another happy Man there be) 

Has by his own experience tried, 

How much the W\fc is (karcr than the Brick / 

M. i8 C, Lyttletoi^, 
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Parting / to Death t we wcll compare 
for, fure, to thofe who love iincere^ 

So dreadful is the Pain 1 
Such Doubts, fuch Horrors rend the Mind I 
But, oh ! when adverfe Fate grows kind^ 

How fweet to meet again 1 

To thofe try*d Hearts, and thofe alone. 
Who have the pangs oi ahfence known. 

The blifsful change is given \ 
And who,— oh ! who would not endure, 
^ht fangs oi Death I if they were fure 

To reap the Jtjys of Heaven ^ 
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'NLY tell Her, that I love. 

Leave the reft to Her and Fate 
Some kind Planet from Above, 
May, perhaps. Her Pity move j 

Lovers on their Stars muft wait* 

Why, o ! why ihonld I defpair ! 

Mercy's pidur'd in Her Eye j 
|f She once vcuchfafc to hear. 
Welcome Hope ! and farewell Fear : 

She's too-good to let me die. 

E. 17 or B. i8 C. Chbist. Bullock* 
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O changes of Place, or of Time, 
I felt when my Fair-one was near ; 
Alike was each weather and clime, 
Each Seafon that chequered the Year. 

How oft would I fpy out a charm, 

Which before had been hid from my View f 
And, while Arm was infolded in Arm, 

My Lips to Her Lips how they grew I 

How long the fweet conteft would laft 1 
Till the hours of retirement and reft ; 

What pleafures and pain each had pafa'd. 
Who longeft had /ovW, and who hejk ! 

She was all my fond-wifhes could afk; 

She had a// the kind Gods could impart: 
She was Nature's mofl beautiful tafk; 

The defpair and the envy of Art. 

There, all that is worthy to prize» 

In all that is lovely was dreft \ 
For the Graces were thron'd in Her Eyes f 

And the Virnuis all lodged in Her Bread. 
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HEN Friends, endear d by ahjence^ meet ) 
For abfence will endear ; 
How paj/ionately-fond they greet ? 
How cordially lincere ' 

Heart flies to Heart, with rapid wing, 

Reciprocally kind ! 
Clofer than Lovers then they cling ! 

Tis Minds Embrace of Mind ! 

When rapt in focial fcenes how bleft, 

No language can define j 
Tis fomething — fure, 'tis but expreft 

By that high term, Divine ! 

But whaty at partings Friends fuftain. 

Far lefs can language fay ! 
*Tis all that's exquifite of Patn^ 

And fcarce with Hopes allay ! 

Since to the Theme no terms were Jiifi, 

The Mufe no more will try -, 
Party oft on Earth, my Friend, we muft f 

We ne'er fhall part on high ! J. Griggv 

Mtfcellanies in Profe and Verfey 

by Elizabeth Harrijon, %vo, London, I7j6. 



JbiNOUGH has Heav n beftow'd of joy below, 
To tempt our tarriance in this lov'd Retreat : 
Enough has Heav'n ordain'd of ufeful Woe, 
To make us languifh for a happier Seat. 
A&ULi^j a Novel, by a Young Lady, 1790, 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 



i. O the difconfolate Widow of my lamented Brother 
Lt. Col. James Dahymple,^ I am indebted for the 
MSS from whence the following were extrafted: 
The Colle6tion is in 3 vols^4to. written in his own hand. 
Of their merit The Publick are to judge, and I will 
not let the partiality of a Brother anticipate that 
opinion, but I cannot let them go into the World 
without my acknowledgement to my Sifter-in-Law, 
for the obligations I have received from her affe&ion. 
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To my Wife. 



HEN over-Cautioa tied my Tottgucj 
My Heart its didtates difobey'dj 
For flill the fubje6t of my Song, 
The virtue's of my fav'rite Maid. 

The Reign of Cauti6n, how, is o'erj. 

I now may give a-loofe to Lovej 
Nice, Melifla, now, no more 

Shall found in ev'ry echoing Grove; 

For dearer Names> I> now, employ^ 

The names of Friend, Companion^ Wifd 

Source of my prefent rapt'rous Joy ! 
Pledge of a happy future Life. 

Accept, fweet Partner of my Heart ! 

Th' amufement of my leifure Timei 
Unfkillful in the Poet*s art. 

My Paffion 1 indulged for Rhime : 

This footh'd the Pains from abfent Love, 
This luird my troubled Soul to reft 5 

Led me thro' Fancy's Wild's to rove 5 
And made me, in Idea> bleft. 

Thro' Fancy's Wilds, no more I'll ro^m. 

No more, ideal Blifs purfue. 
My weai^'d Heart has found its home. 

Its hopes all realiz'd in You. 

F^l. 7, 1774. 
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The Lock and Key; 



F all the Fafhionft that are worn, 
In thefe improving Diays, 
The fair Creation to adorn, 
This claims the higheft Praife. 

To keep their charms with Lock and' Key>. 

From each Intruder's. Hand : 
What can the ftri6teft Prudery 

Further than this demand: 

'' A Lock is good" a. Friend reply'd^ 

As on we jogged together, 
" But Lawn fo cafy to divide 

" Tis like a Lock on. Leather" 

1787. 



jL^AILY in Manners we improve. 
Each antient Prejudice difcharge 

As weak and foolifh all : 
Freedom and Eafe are what wc Ibve, 
We talk, we flirts we dance at large. 

No Partner at a. Ball. 
Previous Engagement was th* Ton, 
And needful thought, in former days. 

To female Reputation j 
But now, we are commercial grown. 
The Fair, I fpeak it to their Praife, 

Will go, on Speculation. 
1787. 
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OW far docs the Region o£''F«ihi<Mi extend! 

Confin'd to no Rank or Degree : 
Tlic Drefs that our Father's nice Eyes wouM'ofFejfxd, 

With a fort of Complacence we fee, , 
. Once, a Proteilant Pulpit a Wig wou'd ^ifgrace, 

(Tho* Popery wore no fuch thmg) 
Good Impreflions, an Error in Dref«, woU'd efface; 

Tho* the Voice Wte a Trumpet -flwir'd.ring. 
By degrees we arriv'd at a different oxti^a'ii j T 

A goodbuiliy Wig tlie firft Care:. 
The bulk of the People a Preacher wou'd deem 

Scarce decent, who pr6ach*d in his Hairj 
Thefe diflinftions reraov'd, they were left to tlieirCfeoicc, 

The Pulpit no Ilead mifbecame ; 
Good fenfe, with a clear and articula'fe'Volce, 

The beft Commendation to Fame : 
This Licence, of late, has gone rftther too far» ' 

We now have Epifcopal Wigs, t 

But the younger and gayer in Pulpits ai^pear, 

Befrizzfd and dreft out like Prigs. 
Drefs, furely. Is nothing, the Do6trine iis all. 

But ytt, fet a-patt from the World, . 
I cannot endure, as prepared for a Ball, 

To fee them io powdcr'd aiid curFd. 

'787. 
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Propofal to the Ladies 



H^N the Wife-ones incline t* exs^mine the,Sua^ 
They call a fmoak'd-Glafs to their aid, 
Thus ev*ry Danger of Blind nefs they fhun. 
So foften*d his Ray's by the fhade. 

Ovur Ladies have now, adopted this planj 
How much we their Groodnefs fhould prise ! 

In place of the moveable fkreen of a Fan, 
They veil with a Curtain their Eyes. 

We now, witl^out rilk, their Luftre may view ! 

Contemplate their Charn^s at our £afe> 
From Feature to Feature tb* chace may purfue. 

And fix, on ^hich ever we pleafe. 

For think not *tis formed of a clofe-wov'n ftuff. 

No malice their Bofoms cou*d move I 
Far from it, *tis thin and tranfparent enough 

To fhcw the mild Graces we love. 

But hard for each pofiible cafe to provide. 

Since many Freebooters are found. 
By lifting tli^ Head, or a peep o'one fide. 

Some Eye-ihots continue to wound. 

I've thought of a Scheme j I humbly propofe 

Such wicked defigns to defeat : 
A pair of black Spedtacles plac*d on the Npfo 

Will render our fafety coraplcat. 



The Veil removed. 
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HILE the black Curtain veil'd the Eyes, 
No fpecious charms could ftiike; 
Our Hearts were guarded from furprize. 
For all were much alike. 

Goodnefs and Virtue then, alone. 

Had any chance to pleafe : 
The homelieft were better known 

For they might ihine in ^^^y^. - } 

This Curtain which fo levelFd all, 

Lafled beyond our Hope : 
A modeft Fit had let it fall, 

Refledion drew it up. 

The Fair had heard their Fathers i^j, 

With many a fage remark. 
My Lady tho* preferr'^ by Day, 

Yet Joan's as good i'th' Dark, 

Where are the Beauties that can bear. 

If Man*s regard tl^eir aim, . 
A common Countenance fhould ihare, 

A part of it with tljiem ? 

Rouz*d at the Thought ' they throw afide 

The Screen, that veird their charms j 
And, gaining, from affronted Pride, 

New vigour to their Anns. 

M4 A double 
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A double luftre caft a-round j 

Too great for mortal-fight J 
And poor be-dazzl'd Beaux confound i 

The Wife cfcape by Flight : 

For who, with Co;nmon-Senfe endow*d. 
Would rifk his peace of Mind, 

f 

His claim to Favour not allow'd. 
Till firft He's ftrickpn blind. 

^789- 
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F Fafhion's Folly, without End, 

New Proof will this fupply^ 
What to the Fair, can recommend 

A painted Butterfly ? 
Dreft in a gaudy, powder'd Wing 

Its merit only Ihew : 
(As fome malicious Poets iing) 

An Emblem of a Beau. 
Tho* he convenient may appear. 

His ufefulnefs confefs'd. 
Is but to flatter at the Ear, 

And not approach the Breaft : 
O'er Fruits and Flowers It takes its Flights : 

Yet curious Eyes will find, 
Where'er the fpecious Infe6t lights 

It leaves its Dirt behind. 
The worthlefs variegated Fly, 

That pays its court to You 
With feeming Pleafure, by and bye, 

Wijl fix on Dunghills too. 
Be wam'd in time ye heedlefs Fairj 

Your Sexes Friend believe, 
Unhappinefs Her certain Share 

Whom outward Shews deceive. 
1787. 



9 

W HEN courting the Hand, or the Bread of the Fajr; 

A key neatly fafliioned, laft Winter was feen 
No doubt, to tlie World *twas defigned to declare. 

We might know, if we pleased, every Secret within ; 
And well did the bold Declaration accord 

With the State of their bofoms fo free from Deceit; 
With Hearts fo unfpotted by Deed or by Word, 

Where Candour, Good-humour, and Mod'efly meet,* 

A Butterfly next, on the Handkerchief fhonej 

■ > 

Encouraging Hint to the elegant Beau; 
This Enlign difplay'd was intended to own 

No Dillike in the Ladies, that wore it, to Shew! ' ' 
But what the Gridiron is meant to e^Cprfefs, 

The Fafhion prevailing fo much, at this Day 
With Ladies of Ton : I am free to confefs. 

Is greatly beyond my poor Judgement to fay ; 
As a Breall-plate, 'tis ufelefs to ward off the Blowf 

That may chance tobe aimed at the Peace of theHeart! 
As well might they truft to the Leaf of a Rofe 

In their Bouquet, for fafety from Loves piercing Dart': 
Perhaps it may figure the Croffes in Love : 

The Bars to be conquered before we are bleft. 
Perhaps the falfe Tafte of your Tables reprove. 

And hint that in eating, the plained is bed : 
Ye fair, who in Regions of Failiion bear Sway, 

Be kind to your Slave, and the Secret difclofe. 
The worth of the Gridiron his Mufe ihall difplay : 

*Tis Duty to pub)iih whatever one knows. 
What Joy to hejirjl, hidden Things to unfold. 

To utter, for certain, what others have guefs'd I 
What ufe of a Secret, unlefs to be told. 

All knowledge, is Lumber, when lock'd in the Ereaft. 
1787. 
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HE Graver and Elder have lately complain'd. 

That Manners are chang'd fince their Day, 
No.fenfe of Decorum, or order maintain'd 

At either Aflembly or Play : 
The Complaint has been heard, and adopted a Plan^ 

The order fo wiih't to reftore; 
E^ch Beau has provided a handfome Rattan, 

A Drefs little known heretofore. 
So Ladies take care, that your conduct is right; 

Watch o'er your Tongues and your Feet; 
Or elfe a Rattan, in the courfe of the night. 

With your Head or your Shoulders may meet. 

1787. 



T 



HE Ladies of Scotland fhou'd go into Mourning! 

The Nation, at large, its fad Fate Aiou d bemoan 1 
Without any Hope of his ever returning, 

Dear Corri, the friend of the Fair-Sex, is gone. 
How much was his delicate Spirit offended. 

To fee that our Women were backward and fhy ! 
If Time had been given him, He, firmly, intende4 ' 

For ever all wants of that kind to fupply. 
The timid Demeanor was pail all endurance. 

Of Thofe who were grown up to Woman's Eftate; 
^hey wanted, in all things, the proper aifurance. 

Their Voices were gentle, unfteady their Grait. 

Tq 
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To cnre thcfe defers, in the next Generation, 

Became the chief end of his fludy and care 3 
He laid down a Syftem of good Education, 

Adapted to ferve for the Young and the Fair. 
The MilTes, it feems, who have been in his training. 

Are taught a firm ftep, and a refolute Mind ! 
No traces of Baflifulnefs, now, are remaining. 

That ufelefs incumbrance is wholly relign'd ! 
So now you may fee them, with Spirit advancing. 

And, fingly, ftep out in the midft of the Fioorj 
No more difcompos'd, than of yore in their dancing. 

To Jing ihtirfoft Songs to ^ hundred and more. 
Indeed, at the firft, there was trembling and crying 

And bluihing, remains of the former Difeafe^ 
Performance, in Public, new courage fupplying 

Unblufliing and fearlefs, they iing at their eafe. 
Alas ! their great Mafter is gone to our Neighbours, 

Their Riches and Jealoufy bribe him away 5 
They grudge our poor Country a Ihare of his Labours, 

Then how can her Daughters be chearful and gay ? 
Weep, ncrivy ye fair Maidens — the Seafon enfuing 

Some Genius, like Corri, to Scotland may bring. 
Who, with diligence equal, his Footfteps purfuing. 

Will teach all our Women, in Public, to ling! . 
The Summer may pafs in this happy perfuafion. 

Mean while, your great obje6t is ** be not afraid!" 
Speak loud, and tune boldly, on every occafion 

To fhew what fine Scholars one Winter has niade. 
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r ACH age> as it paffes, has modes th^t prevail. 

Which ftill we applaud and admire; 
Some lighten the Head, forae add to the Tail, 

The reafon in vain we require. 
Falfe Bofoms, falfe Bottoms, and Cuihions of Hair, > 

Cut oflf from the Tail of a Cow, 
And cbpt on the Head of a beautiful Fair, 

Are tlie top of tlic Fafliion jufl now : 
On this a. large Hat, of a Tea-table fize. 

In theatrical Majefty towers; 
With true or falfe Jewels, to dazzle our Ejes, 

Intermingl'd with Feathers and Flowers. 
What tho', in the Playhoufe, Ladies laugh and talk loud. 

The Fafhion direds it, for fear 
The Stage Ihould corrupt the poor ignorant Crowd, 

If what*s going on, they fliould hear. 
The looks of the Fair, as they fit in a Boom, 

Infpire us with wonder and love ; 
Pomatums and Powders, mifcall'd a Perfume, 

Our Nofes affail when they move. 
In themfelves, the Dear Things are as fweet as of old. 

In modeft behaviour excell; 
Tis Fafhion that makes them deceitful and bold) 

*Tis Fafhion that raifes the fmell. 
No Mother's Sufpicion need follow her Child 

In the Dance as fhe trips it fo gay. 
However the Youth of the Age may be wild, 

Tis one Dance, and a Jcrape, and away. 

The 
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The Falhion att length may make us all goodf 

May alter the Mind as the Face; 
The Preacher* of Ton be thro' Chapels purfifd ; 

And St. Giles's the firft Public Place. 
Where the Cufhions of velvet and Fringes of Gold 

So much to devotion engage ! 
Thefe Helps, tho' denied to our Fathers of old; 

Aie given to their Sons in this Age : 
There, Judges and Magiftrates, each in his Gown, 

In the Boxes with Dignity fit; 
And, from that Elevation, can calmly look down 

On t3ie Sinners, that flarve in the Pit. 
Tho' a Slave to the Fafliion, the Truth I muft owa 

One Pradtice my Anger will move, 
Be counfeFd ye Fair, let your Faces alone I 

Paint never did Beauty improve. 
Tho* Nature denies it, or time has decay'd; 

Yet Virtue may challenge regard; 
Be furel if her Didates thro' Life are obey'd, 

Efteem and Refpeft the Reward ! 
But for thofc, on whofe Head, Diflipation and Vice 

Have brought down Contempt, or Difeafe; 
So much does our Reafon their condud defpife,^ 

They rti^iy plaifter or paint as they pleafe. 
But will Plaifter and Paint Reputation fupply ? 

Recover what once they have been ? 
If their Spirits fhould fail, as well might they fly 

To haudanitmy Brandy, or Gin; 
Their effeft once removed, once more they would flag. 

The fatal Delufion be o'er ; 
So, the Paint walh*d away, remains the vile Hag ^ 

Ten times more deform'd than before. 
1787. 
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HENE'ER my Henry means to chufc a Wlft* 
The fwect Companion of his future Life ! 
That She is virtuous, be his earVufi care. 
His haftt and lateft^ that She's rich or fair: 
Not One, who fludious of a borrowed Grace, 
Forms, from her Toilet's work, a varying Face \ 
That (hifts a patch, a pin, or trifling Flower, 
And chufes different Silks, ten times an Hour: 
Then iffues forth, with ferious bufy air, 
To pay her idle vifits, here and there. 
Knocks at each door, with an alarming Soundi, 
Frightening the peaceful Neighbourhood around: 
Talks o'er and o er, the Topic of the Day, 
The News, the Weather, Opera and Play; 
Tells all the Scandal, whether falfe or true, 
Abfurdly vain of knowing who's with who* 
Who, from the Stage, Indecencies will bear 
That ought to fliock a modeft Woman's Ear, 
Thofe double meanings, that fcarce pafs for Wit, 
With them that lill the Galleries and Pit. 
Ill n^anner'd Jefts! that always give offence 
To thofe, not loft to Decency and Senfe; 
Not one, who Miftrcfs of each modern Vice, 
Deals out the Cards, and fliakcs the Box and Dice^ 
Who, fcorning Nature's common courle to keep. 
The Night to Play, the Day devotes to Sleep: 
This round of Follies, let thofe Women chufe^ 
Who fet no value on the Time they lofe : 
Such Wives be theirs whofe whole of Life is pa^ 
As if no reckoning were to come at lail. 

Foe 
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For you, my friend, who fcek a greater Prize; 
To good McliflTa's merit, call your eyesj 
Such worth, as hers, alone, (hall have my Voice, 
And truft mc, Time will juftify the Choice. 
On her, the Virtues will, attendant, wait, 
With licr, far more than Beauty, pafs your Gate : 
Grace without art, and ncatncfs without care, 
And all the Bloom of Innocence be there; 
Truth, Prudence, Conftancy, defire of Peace, 
IjOvc, Mirth and Pleafure will the train increafe. 
A Heart poflcfling in the firft Degree 
That Queen of Graces, fwcet Humanity: 
That owns with Gratitude, the Blefling given 
And pays its Debt, to You, Itfelf, and Heaven ; 
If e*cr She fees her weaker Neighbour err. 
No barbarous Pleafure it affords to Her; 
She ne'er relates, nor e'er defires to hear 
The fecrct Scandal whifpcr*d in Her Ear ; 
She knows the very beft, at times are frail, 
And mourns for Nature, when She fees it fail : 
Here is Politenefs, which no Art can reach, 
No Falfehood copy, and no Mafter teach; 
And yet Meliffa can its caufe impart, 
It comes from plain fincerity of Heart : 
That honeft Heart that's pictured in her Face, 
With Hofpitality your Board will grace. 
And every want of Indigence fupply 
Without an idle Prodigality. 
If then my Friend e cr means to chufe a Wife, 
Be fuch the fweet Companion of his Life. 
Whatever to you, of good or ill befall. 
Her tender Heart will take a (liare in all : 



Her 
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Her kind advice will every Fault repair. 
Her Fondhefs footh the bitternefs of Care 5 
Her Love> the Pleafure of Succefs, increafc 5 
And add new fweetnefs to your inward Peace. 
With her, each day, your pleafure will improve. 
And long acquaintance will augment your Love : 
Each day, new Virtues will your Heart engage. 
Her Senfe and Reafon will grow ftrong with Age, 
And even when wrinkles on her Face appear. 
To fhew the Winter of your Life is near. 
The fweet remembrance of the Time that's pall. 
And youthful charms, in fpite of Age, will laft : 
Pleas'd with the good^ your kind Creator gave. 
You will not fear the profped of the Grave 3 
But in the holy Confidence will reft. 

That She and You are number'd with the bleft. 

-» • 

1756. From the Latin of Bourne, 
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AM not, Phillis, of thofe Ihamefaced Fools 

That dare not fpeak the fecret of their Heart; 
My Love is govern'd by Difcretion's Rules, 

To hide it, therefore, were a childifti part. 
I own I love You ! and, in fuch a way. 

That nothing ever fliall my pui*pofe ihake. 
You'll be convinced, in fome future day. 

How true the bold Profeflion that T make. 
You'll fee, and own my conftancy extreme. 

My Perfeverance will your pity move : 
And then, nay ftart not, odd as it may feem. 

You too, my' Phillis, in return will love. 
1756. From the French of dJIibray, 
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Written under- the. Tropick. 



ERE, nearer to the glo^ihg San, 
As in more Northern Climes, I prore 
My Heart can beat, to Thee aloUe, 
And think on nothing bnt taj LoVe. 

Let Fortune be^ mc o'er the Main j 
With prolperous, or adyerfe, Win4; 

Thy faithful Image Ihall remain 
Still Urongly pidured in my mind» 

Full many an Obje6: of Delight, 
In foreign Lands, my Eyes may fee; 

But none will ever pleafe my Sight, 
As wou'd (me Jingle glance df Tbee^ 

Cou*d I believe one Thought of Yours 
Beftow'd, in Pity, to my Pain j 

How wou d it foften all the Houri 
That pafs until we meet again ! 

How wou'd it ferve to bear me up 
Amidft the dangerous T6ils of War \ 

Were I fupportcd by that Hope \ 
Stinglefs atid weak its Terrors are. 

Yes, ni indulge the pleafing Dream I 
Who knows what Conftancy may do ? 

Happly, in time, it's woes may feem. 
To merit fome Return from You. 

1785. N 



1 . : 



f > 



I 



-• - • < -^ 



m 



r A iDream. 



TS noify K^^^ U^e P^ h^d cjos'^:, ^ . 

And Nigl^t ^F fij^bje, garb let fan,_. , . 
Each Doubt, each- j^eac^. eac^ Hope,repQs*4 

Around, fc^ S|e^ hadfeiz'd: on all:;. 
The bufy Soul, whofe a6tive Flight 

No dull Incft&tirance can reftf aih : 
Bound thro' ilie Sc^es of paft Ddightj^ '• 

And liy'd. the h^^py hours again. - 

The Bounds, o^erleap'd, of Titne aiiii Spact, 

And brought Futurity to view 5 . 
Or fometim^es,.; eager in the Chace, : 

Thro' Fancy's airy Regions flew 5 
'Twas there mettou'ght I faw the Maid, 

Whofe Image in my Heart 1 bear 5 
tJnfeen myfelf, k frietidly Shade 

Conceard me from her Friend and ttei-. 
But, oh !' what words rny thoughts can ij)edi. V 

What dbubts< that moment, d^d Ipfove^ 
To find that ever-blooming Cheek 

Coud Wear th^ glowing Bluih of Love I. 
" This Gift," fhe faid; and;lhew*d a^.Toj> ^ 

At once I.kftew it had been mine^ 
Scarcely the fudden rulh of Joy, 

My ftruggiihg Bofom cou*d C6n^ne '/'■ ' 
" This Gift, 'this'iPlfect^e of ^We^t Jsove 

" From mV* ftie faid, '• fhall never part 
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vrvcr Pnidery may reprove, • 
" I'll wear it neareft to my Heart." 
.1 :is thefo flattering words fhe fpoke, 
^ rou'd not bear my Joy extreme, 
■'-fving to thank Ilcr, I awoke, 
And found my Happinefs a Dream. 



r, 



HUS, lately to Cupid, I oflfer'd my Pray'r, 

With kindncfs thy VotVy regard ! 
" True l/fven' he anfwer'd " havejlill been n^ care 

" I come to hejioiv the Reurard)' 
*' Youjbdll have, buppy Mortal^' he cried, 

" Tivo KJJfes of Venus my Mother' 
With Ibme hefitation, I humbly replied, 

" I'd rather have one of Another. 
" Forgive me, I mean not, at all to defpife 

" The Lady that gave Cujad Birth. 
^' Such Beauty, as Hers, was defign'd for the Skies ! 

" My Nieemay do upon Earth." 
The Grod,;who, at firft, colour'd, frown'd and looked gruff. 

Now feeing I meant no abufe; 
Recoverifig his features, cry'd, " 'we/l, zuell, enough, 

'* G^qfk it, She will not refujer 
Notwithftanding all this, I depend ou your Will, 

And am fiill of refufal afraid \ 
Say, are you, my Kice^ difpos'd to fulfil 

The promife that Cufid has made. 
1762. N % 
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P we, my Friend, were really wife. 
And AiiTer'd Reafon to adnfe, 
Wc ihould pro\'ide a better Store, 
Gainfi Youth aud Vigour are uo more ; 
Nor be to Body's Care con£r/d, 
Bot fiudy to enrich the Mind ; 
Her Beauties amply "^ ill Supply, 
The lof» of what would pleafe the eye, 
If Worth aiid Kiiowledec we attain, 
Good-Humour, KinducTi, and the Train 
Of Virtoes, which on tliefe attend ; 
Theie Acquifitions jrecommrnd, 
A Form decrrpid ulth DifTafe, 
And teach Deformity to pleafe ; 
hove they procure and banifh Hate: 
Are purchas'd at an eafy Rate. 
If, in our Life's appointed Day, 
The Mom and Noon be pafl away. 
In gaining Wifdom and Good-will, 
Iff Evening will be calm and ftill : 
Nor can we, reafooably, lament 
The Vigour of our years is fpeot. 
Such happy SuUHcutes beflow'd. 
Comfort at Jbomc, Refpe^t abroad. 
While Co ow raptur'd Hope is given 
TH^ profped of Reward in Heaven ! 

1790. From Lucas on Happmefi. 
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UR Tafte for TieaYdrt to fubduc, " . ' 

In vain the Preacher tries j 
Pleafure with fafety we purfue, 
And may, (with Virtue in our View^) , 

Be merry and be wife^ 

Heaven in its Mercy has bellow'd, 

From its unbotuided Store, 
The Earth's Produ6tion$ for our Fo6d, 
Their Ufe is, • rtibderafely v allpwM^ " 

We argue for tiotatrt. 
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The Means of Pleafure given to mc 

With Freedom I may ufe: 
Amufement innocent may be. 
When fought in Meafure and Degree, 

The Sin's in the Abufe, 

Not more the Body, than the Mind, 

Demands a RelaKation ' 

From Labour, hurtfiiflyconfin*d '■ ''•\- 

To Thoughts and Sentiments refin'd. 
Without fome Redfeation, 

To paint Religion harfh and four . 

Can anfwer no good end j 
Youth will be fpehtened from her Door 
Weaken that Ihflaence and Pow'r 

We wifh to reccnmnend. - . - ^ 
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Her real Pi6bure*s different f2LS^ 

Benevolent and kin(^ 
Her gentle Precepts never jar 
With human Happinef^, but are 

For endlefs Blifs defign d. 

To feed the poor, ' tlje lick renew; 

All forrow to remove 3 
Our neighbours Profit to purfue, 
And, all his little Faults, to vie>jir 

With Charity and Love. 



And at the laft, tliat awful Day 

When every Heart is known, . 
Oood deeds He amply will repay, 
And kindly condefcend to fay, 
" Thefe to niyfelf were done." 

But for tlie hard unfeeling Hp^rt . 

That Mifery caA.^^e* 
And yet refufe the frien^dly -Pairt j 
lPrepar*d the Sentence f)£ " Dejpart 

" Ye wicked ones f^Qju u^c" 

'787. N*4' ' \ 
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Thefe are the Rules, Religion gives ,-^. 

To lead us on our jRoad ; 
The Man beilowing, ftill receives,. 
Sure of enjoying while he liveSj 

The Favour of his God. 
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ROM Heaven ! Afflidion's pointed Dart;, 

For different ends is Tent; 
To fome, a Tryal of the Heart, 

To others, Funiihmept. 
Man, in his own opinion, wife. 

The Doftrine difapproves; 
That God can view with friendly Eyes, 

Yet chaften whom He loves; 
Bnt, uninftni6ted Man is blind. 

Far diffVent profpcfe have 
The Taught-of-Heavcn ; not here cop^n'd^ 

They ftretch beyond the Grave I 

■ 

When earthly views are dark around, 

Which ever way we turn 3 
Comes the confolotary found 

Blejfed are they that mourn. 
Not barren Mourning's foiirce of Blifs, 

Not merely fenfe of Pain { 
Some forrow, and yet grieve amifs. 

They peeviflily complain . 
To bear, with Patience, ev'ry blow 

From GoD*8 affixing Hand^ 
All earthly pleafure to forego 

At His divine Command \ 
From Him the Good and 111 receive; 

Kepi^ing deem a Crime ! 
Tmfting that Comfort He will give. 

But, in His own good Time ! 
This Conduft, followed Jo the End, 

The promis'd Blifs enfures; 
(Let not my honeft Praife offend) 

Such condud has been yoiprsi 
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Toor Tryal hat been nioft fevere^ 

The Recompence prepared, 
Proportion^ to your Sorrows here. 

Shall be your great Reward. 
The only Blifs, no change that knows! 

A Pleafure undefined ! 
Far different what ihe World beftowsJ 

That leaves a lling behind; 
You thro* God's Providence advance 

To Realms of cndlefs day, 
^' An undefird Inheritance 

" That fadeth not away." 
Then, tho* Difeafe your tender Frame 

Continue to deftroy ; 

Bleft be the Hand from whence it came 

It terminates in Joy. 
i;88. ^________ 
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To a Lady. 



'AN it then be, my feeble Lays 
Are favoured with the flatt'ring Pow'r, 
Conveying but the general Praife, 
To cheer you in the finking Hour ? 

^he Mind, from Praife no Comfort drau% 
If correfponding Worth's not there > 

Confcience, confirming the applauf&! 
Alone, that Pleafure can confer* 

Little in Truth you owe to me 
My own Indulgence I purfoe : 

Yet let me bi^ft ! allowed to be 
An Infirument of Good to Yon. 



!E8 

The lejt mhtke ioPtftueT'- 

" '■■■■ - ■■ ■••■ 

HAT motivci* ihoold our Hearts engage 
To keep in Virtue's way ^ 
In cv'ry quick fuceeoding Stage 
Of our uncertain Day ? 

^he Charms of Virtue, feme pretend, 

Dreft in her native Grace, 
Sufficient, for the purpos'd end. 

To all the human Race. 

"The World's opinion, feme conceive, 

May boa ft fuffipient force 5 
While others, fenfe of Jhamc, believe 

Will guard us in our courfe. 

Will Virtue's charms a ftrength f apply, 

To keep all pure within ? 
Say, will theWorld's mofl piercing Eye 

Deter from fecret Sin ? 

lllufion all! the Soul requires 

A fenfe q& Yqtkx Divine, . 
To regulate her wild delircs. 

Her wand'ririgs to confine. 

The fear of Him whofc boundlefe Pow> • 

All Natures conrfe directs; 
Who fees us in the private Hour,: 

And ev'ry thought infpeds. 

Nor fhould that View produce defpairi . 

Him kind companions move ; 
Not more dilFus'd His Terrors arc, 

Than His Paternal Love.* J, 
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tiz knows the weaknefs of our Frame, rs^^^ 

Remembers we are Duft:- • •• • ' ' *" -. 

Never, in vain, Repentance ciame : 
In this we fafely truft.' • .. ' '. 

With grateful Hearts approach His Throne 

For ev*ry Bleffing given^ 
Yox fofty \^i future Life attone 

And all will be forgiven. 
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'ICKNESS and Pain, in fome degree, 
Belong to every mortal here: 
Where is the Heart from Sorrow free, . 
The Eye unfullied by a Tear ? 

The weakeft Frames, Difeafe*s pow'r, 

With far the greater Violence, knowj 
The gentleft Minds will fear the more 
The Force of intelledual f^oe, . 

Thefe will, with Agony, bemoan 
What touches not the rougher -Mind j 

The Faults of others, and their own. 
And all the Miferies of ^heir kind \ 

Their Lot was hard, but bounteous fteav*h; 

Keeping our Happinefs, in view, "\. ' 
Has for a compenfation, given 

A Heart alive to PUdfure too. 

• ! • .... 

Mourn, then, 2i feeling Heart no more. 
Whatever Ills, from thence, you prove, 

Trufting a recompence in flore, 
Of Joy, Benevolence and Love, 

?787. 
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X HO cruel Fortune binds me now 

To Silence on a favorite Theme j 
Bid me my Pafiion difavow. 

Or call it only cold Efleem : 
Yet Hope can paint fome future day, 

"When every obflacle remov'd, 
My Heart may be allowed to fay, 

** For Years, with Conftancy, I lov'd.' 
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HE Sky in Sunihine, we efteem 

Will ne'er be overcaft again : 
In Dayi^ of Health, we fondly deem 

The Bleffing ever will renfiain, 
In vain. Experience wou*d inform 

How falfe the Judgement that we make. 
In vain, does the returning Storm 

P^nt to our Feelings, the miflake ; 
With fatal Raihnefs on we hade. 

To future Confequences blind. 
The Hours of precious Health we waftc^ 

Segardlefs of the Days behind, 
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The Dayt of Sormw not a few j 

The common Lot of Mortals here ; 
Thcfc give u« Lcifurc to review 

The Pleafures we have bought To dear. 
Intemperance, of every kind, 

Weakens our complicated Frame ^ 
Baneful the Palfions of the Mind I 

Excefs in every Thing the fame. 
How mull it aggravate die Woes, 

Attendant on our Life's decline. 
That our own confcious Bofom knows 

Our Follies tuHb Difeafe combine, 
Truft not the Body's Strength ; *tii frail ; 

Tis weakcn'd in a thouiand ways, 
A thoufand accidents prevail, 

Enervating our youugeft Days, 
The Soul, high feated on her Throne, 

Superior's to her earthly Weed: 
Yet truft not to her Powers alone I 

They'll fail you in the Time of need, 
In every various Stage of Life, 

Religion is our fureft Friend, 
Her Councils guide us in the Strife. 

Her Comforts meet us at our End. 

1787. 
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HE Moralift, with ready Pen, 

A pleafing Pi6ture draws. 
And foolilh inconfiderate Men 

Reward h.in\ with applaufe ; 
Swcird with Conceit, he raflily dare§. 

To promife nothing lefs, ; ' 

Than full Exemption 'from all cares," " 

And perfeS Happnefs ! 
But, human Happnejs a P ream! 

The thoughtlefs it may pleafe : 
Others, of greater depth,^ efleem 

Our objedt ihou'd be eaje. 
And this, no trifle, in the ftatc 

Of Tryal we have herej 
Where Envy, Malice^ Scorn and Hate 

So often interfere; 
Where Sicknefs, Sorrow;, Grief and Pain 

And all their train of Woe, 
Combine to prove the Hope is vain 

Of Happinefs helow. 
This Eafe, their Subftitute, we praife 5 

How may it be procured ? 
Sought with Succefs, in many ways. 

It cannot be enfur*d : 
Patience, good temper, worthy views, 

Defire of doing Goodj 
Virtue's rough path, a Heart to chufe ! 

That Path, thro* all, purfued, 
Thefe are, of human Means, the beil 

To lead us on the Road, 
Of Eafe, nay Happinefs, the reft 

The wife will leave to God. 

^787. 
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HE Cheek may emulate the Rolc>- 
The Bofom with the LiUy Tie 5 
The Smilp of Love the Mouth difclofc, * 

And Pleajfore fparkle in the Eye. 

But what avail fuch Charms as thcfe ^ 

What real Blifs can they impart ? 
No fet of Features long can pleale. 

Without the merit of a Heart. - . ^-^ :. . •. : 

The Smile of Love niay'beptit'b'n^ •...». 

The. Bloom of Youth fuppfiaa ty Skill : " " ': *' 

The Virtues of Ihe Hear! alone, '"'' 

In Time s Defiance fleufiih llill : 

Be thefe Your Arts, ye rifin^ Fair 5 

If you ivoud lofting PUafiire girfe : « 

Continuance for yourfeivei jwrepare 

Of Love, to blef» you while you live. 

1787. 

^. . ., ■■ , 

X IS tiot, iwy Fair, our ftudied WiDrdsj. ' " 
The beft Explainers arc> 
Our Meaning may be bet;ter, knowpi . , . 

By what our Eyes declare. . 

Tongues may be falfe, our honeft Face, 

The fureft Proof affords : . 
There is ?ijilent eloquence • 

Superiour to all words. 
1756. Froc> the French of Prf^r/.v. 
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To Sleep. 



'AUGHTERof Silence! and of Night 1 
Come to my Couch, thou Friendly Sleep; 
Thy Balm makes Human Sufferings light. 
And the full eye forbids to weep. 

By Thee, the Senfe of all our Pains, 

Sufpended, for a while, remains ; 

Approach ! and banifh from my Breafl, 

Care! that long-ling'ring Plague, uncomfortable Gueft! 

What can it mean, this long Delay? 

Look on the Stars how bright they burn; 
Fear not the MefTenger of Day ; 

Believe me, *tis yet long to Morn. 

Airs filent ? but the diftant roar 
Of the Waves rolling to the Shqar ; 
And the light Wind, that whiftling blows : 
As if defign d to lull all Nature to repofe ! 

O clofe thefe Eyes, on Thee depends 

Of Joy or Anguiih to decide ; 
For, as I know, thy power extends 

To join whom ample Seas divide. 

Give, gentle Sleep ! my fond Defire, 

And favourable Dreams infpire : 

Bring to my longing Eyes, once more, 

Her, for whofe want I mourn, whofe abfence I deplore! 

While 
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While the delightful Year went round 

Ne'er let it be forgot by me j 
Tho' my unhappy Tongue was bound, 

Yet, then, my Eyes, my P'ars were free. 

Be Thine, O Gracious Sleep ! the care, 

The Faults of Abfcnce to repair : 

Come with thy Shadows to fupply 

Sounds to my ravifh'd Ear, and Beauty to my Eye, 

Give me, again, to fee that Faccj 
Where Senfe and Innocence have join'd ; 

To draw with a peculiar Grace, 
The features of a lovely Mind. 

Huih*d be each harfh intruding Noife 

That I may liften to that Voice 

Whofe Sound, fuch Pleafure can impart 

Tis the re-echoing Voice of a kind generous Heart. 
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'OME Hope, thou fweet Deluder, friendly Guefl I 

Thou kind afliflant, antidote to Care ! 
Come to thy Votary's dillrafted Breaft. 

And footh the many Troubles brooding there, 
What, tho' thy Promilc has deceiv'd before 

In one Deiire, the neareft to my Heart, 
Whofe lofs I ftill continue to deplore, 

For oh ! it touch'd me in the tend'rcfl Part : 
What tho', again, thy Promife fhou d decei\ c } 

Another Phantom vanifli into Air ! 
My Heart, againft conviftion, can believe. 

For ev n falje Hope is better than Defpah. 

FINIS, 
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